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Spoken by Mr. WIL K S. 


HIS play took birth from principles of truth, 
| To make amends for errors paſt, of youth, 
A bard, that's now no more, in riper days, 
Conſcious review'd the licenſe of his plays: 
And though applauſe his wanton muſe had fir'd, 
Himſelf condemn'd what ſenſual minds admir'd. 
At length, he own'd, that plays ſhould let you ſee 
Not only what you are, but ought to be: 
Though vice was natural, 'twas never meant, 
The ſtage ſhould thew it, but for puniſhment : 
Warm with that thought, his Muſe once more took flame, 
Reſolv'd to bring licentious lite to ſhame. | 
Such was the piece his lateſt pen deſign'd, 
But left no traces of his plan behind. 
Luxurious ſcenes, unprun'd, or half contriy'd ; 
Yet through the maſs, his native fire ſurviv'd ; 
Rough as rich ore, in mines the treaſure lay, 
Yet ftill *twas rich, and forms at length a play; 
In which the bold compiler boaſts no merit, 
But that his pains have ſav'd you ſcenes of ſpirit, 
Not ſcenes, that would a noiſy joy impart, 
But ſuch as huſh the mind, and warm the heart. 
From praiſe of hands no ſure account he draws, 
But i.x'd attention is fincere applauſe. 
If then (for hard you'll own the taſk) his art 
Can to thoſèe embryo-ſcenes new lite impart, 
The livinz pr udiy would exclude his lays, 
And to the buried bard reſign the praiſe. 
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| ETHINKS I hear ſome powder'd critics ſay, 
M Damn it! this Wife reform'd has ſpoil'd the play! 
« The coxcomb ſhould have drawn her more in faſhion, 
% Have gratify'd her ſofter inclination, 
„ Have tipt her a gallant, and clinch'd the provocation.” 
But there our bard ſtop'd ſhort : For 'twere uncivil 
T' have made a modern belle, all o'er a devil! 
He hop'd, in honour of the ſex, the age 
Would bear one mended Woman on the ſtage, 


From whence, you ſee, by common ſenſe's rules, 
Wives might be govern'd, were not huſbands fools : 
Whate'er by nature dames are prone to do, 
They ſeldom ſtray, but when they govern you. 
When the wild wife perceives her deary tame, 

No wonder then-ſhe plays him all the game. 

But men of ſenſe meet rarely that diſaſter; 

Women take pride, where merit is their maſter : 

' Nay, ſhe that with a weak man wiſely lives, 

Will ſeem t'obey the due commands ſhe gives! 
Happy obedience is no more a wonder, 

When men are men, and keep them kindly under, 
But modern conſorts are ſuch high-bred creatures, 
They think a huſband's power degrades their features: 
'That nothing more proclaims a reigning beauty, 
'Than that ſhe never was reproach'd with duty, 
And that the greateſt bleſſing heaven cer ſent, 

Is in a ſpouſe incurious, and content, 


To gives ſuch dames a different caſt of thought, 
By calling home the mind, theſe ſcenes were wrought, 
If, with a hand too rude, the taſk is done, e 
We hope the ſcheme, my Lady Grace laid down 
Will all ſuch freedom with the ſex atone. L 
That virtue there unſoil'd, by modiſh art, 
'Throws out attractions for a Manly's heart. 


You, you then, Ladies, whoſe unqueſtion'd lives, 
Give you the foremoſt fame of happy wives, 
Protect, for its attempt, this helpleſs play, 
Nor leave it to the vulgar taſte, a prey: 
Appear the frequent champions of its cauſe, 
Direct the crowd, and give yourſelves applauſe. 
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ACT LL SCENE 3 
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SCENE, Id Townly's Apartment, 


Lord TowWẽ NLV ſolus. 
HY did I marry ?—Was it not evident, my plain, ra- 
tional ſcheme of life was impra ticable, with a woman 
of ſodifferent a way of thinking ls there one article of it, that 


ſhe has not broke in upon ?—Yes—let me do her juitice—her 


reputation—That—T have no reaſon to believe is in queſtion— 
but then how long her profligate courſe of pleaſures may make 
her able to keep it—is a ſhocking queſtion ! and her preſumption 
while ſhe keeps it—inſupportable ! for on the pride of that ſin- 
cle virtue, ſhe ſeems to lay it down, as a fundamental point, 
that the free indulgence of every other vice, this tertile town 
atfords, is the birth-right prerogative of a woman of quality— 
amazing! that a creature ſo warm in the purſuit of her plea- 
ſures, ſhould never caſt one thought towards her happineſs— 
thus, while ſhe admits no lover, ſhe thinks it a greater merit 
till, in her chaſtity, not to care for her huſband ; and while 
| the is ſolacing herſelf in one continual round of cards and good 
company, he, poor wretch ! is left, at large, to take care of 
| his own contentment— Tis time, indeed, ſome care were ta- 
ken, and ſpeedily there ſhall he—yet let me not be raſh—Per- 
haps this diſappointment of my heart may make me too im pa- 
| tient ; and ſome tempers, when reproach'd, grow more untrac- 
| table, Here ſhe comes—let me be calm a while. | 

| | Enter Lady Townly. 

| Going out ſo ſoon after dinner, Madam ? 


La. Town, Lard, my Lord! what can I, poſſibly, do at home ? 


L. Town, What does my ſiſter, lady Grace, do at home? 
La. Town, Why that 1; to me amazing! have you ever any 
pleaſure at home: | | 


I. Town, It might be in your power, Madam, I confeſs, to 


make it a little more comfortable to me. 
La. Town, Comfortable! and ſo, my good Lord, you would 
really have a woman of my rank and ſpirit, ſtay at home to 


| comfort her huſband ! lord, what notions of life ſome men have ? 
B L. Tow, 
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L. Town, Don't you think, madam, ſome ladies notions are 
full as extravagant ? ”— „„ | 

La. Town, Yes, my lord, when the tame Doves live coop'd 
within the pen of your precepts, Ido think em prodigious indeed 

L. Town, And when they fly wild about this town, Madam, 
pray what muſt the world think of 'em-then. 

La, Town, Oh! this world is not ſo ill-bred, as to quarrel 
with any woman for liking jt. | | 

L. Town, Nor am 1 huſband ſo well-bred, as to 
bear my wife's being ſo fond of it: In thort, the life you 
lead, Madam— | 

La. Town. Is, to me, the pleaſanteſt life in the world, 

L. Town, J ſhould not diſpute your taſte, madam, if a woman 
had a right to pleaſe no body but herſelf. | 

La. Town, Why, whom would you have her pleaſe ? 

L. Town, Sometimes, her huſband. | 

La. Town, And don't you think a huſband under the ſame 
obligation ? 

L. Town, Certainly. | 

La. Town. Why then we are agreed, my Lord—Por if I 
never go abroad, till I am weary of being at home—which you 
know is the caſe— is it not equally reaſonable, not to come 
home till one is weary of being abroad ? | 

L. Town, If this be your rule of life, madam, tis time to 
aſk you one ſerious queſtion? | | 

La. Town. Don't let it be long a coming then for Jam in haſte, 

L. Town, Madam, when I am ferious, Iexpecta ſerious anſwer, 

La. Town. Before l know the queſtion ? 
L. Town. Pſha—have I power, Madam, to make you ſerious, 
by intreaty ? | 

La. Town. You have. 

L. Town, And you promiſe to anſwer me fincerely ? 

La. Town. Sincerely. 

L. Town, Now then recollect your thoughts, and tell me 


* 
2 


ſeriouſſy, Why you married me: 


La. Town. You inſiſt upon truth you ſay ? 

L. Tow, I think I have a right to it, 

La. Town. Why then, my Lord, to give you, at once, a proot 
of my obedience, and fincerity—lI think—I married—to take 
off that reſtraint, that lay upon my pleaſures while I was a ſin- 
gle woman, | 

E. Town, How, Madam is any woman under leſs reſtraint 
after marriage, than before it? | 

La. Town. O my Lord! my Lord! they are quite different 
creatures! wives have infinite liberties in life, that would be 
terrible in an unmarried woman to take, 

L. Tcaun. Name one. 

La, Town. Fifty, if you pleaſe - to begin then, in the morn- 

| ing 
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ing—A married woman may have men at her toilette, invite 
them to dinner, appoint them a party in a ſtage box at the play; 
engroſs the converſation there; call 'em by their chriſtian names; 


talk louder than the players; from thence jaunt into the city— 


take a frolickſome ſupper at an India Houſe—perhaps, in her 
gayeteſ de ceur toaſt a pretty fellow—then clatter again to this 
end of town, break with the morning into an aſſembly, crowd 
to the hazard table, throw a familiar leyant upon ſome ſharp 
lurching man of quality, and if he demands his money, turn 
it off with a loud laugh, and cry—you'll owe it him, to vex 
him! ha! ha! ha! ; 

L. Town, Prodigious! [ Afide, 

La. Town, Theſe now, my Lord, are ſome few of the many 


3 amuſements, that diſtinguiſh the privilege of a wife from 


at of a ſingle woman. | 
L. Town, Death! Madam, what law has made theſe liber- 
ties leſs ſcandalous in any wife, than an unmarried woman? 


La. Town, Why the ſtrongeſt law in the world, cultom— 


cuſtom time out of mind, my Lord. 

L. Town, Cuſtom, Madam, is the law of fools : but it ſhall 
never govern me. . 

La. Town, Nay then, my Lord, tis time for me to obſerve 
the laws of prudence. | 3 

L. Town, I wiſh I could ſee an inſtance of it. 

La, Town. You ſhall have one this moment, my Lord, For 
I think, when a man begins to loſe his temper at home, if a 
woman has any prudznc2, why,—ſhe'll go abroad *till he 
comes to himſelf again. [ Going, 

L. Town, Hold, Madam—I am amaz'd you are not more 


_ uneaſy at the life we lead! you don't want ſenſe ! and yet 


ſeem void of all humanity! for with a bluſh I ſay it, I think 
1 have not wanted love. 

La. Town, Oh! don't ſay that, my Lord, if you ſuppoſe I 
have my ſenſes ! 

L. Town, What is it I have done to you? what can you 
complain of ? | | 

La. Town, Oh! nothing in the leaſt : tis true, you have heard 
me ſay I have owed my lord Lurcher an hundred pounds theſe 
tiree weeks but what then—a huſband is not liable to his wife's 
debts of honour, you know,—and if a ſilly woman will be uneaſy 
about money ſhe can't be ſued for, what's that to him? as long; 
a5 he loves her, to be ſure, ſhe can have nothing to complain ot. 

L. Town, By heav'n, it my whole fortune thrown into your 
lap could make you delight in the chearful duties of a Wife, I 
ſhould think myſelf a gainer by the purchaſe, | : 

La. Town, That is, my Lord, I might receive your whole 
eſtate, provided you were ſure I would not ſpend a ſnilling of it. 


L. Town, No, Madam; were I maſter of your heart your 
B:z- i pleaſures 
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pleaſures would be mine; but, different as they are, I'll feed 
even your follies, to deſerve it- perhaps, you may have ſoine 
other trifling debts of honour, abroad, that keep you out of 
humour at home—at leaſt it ſhall not be my fault if I have not 
more of your company There, there's a bill of five hundred, 
—and now, Madam 5 

La. Town, And now, my Lord; down to the ground I thank 
you—now am I convinced, were I weak enough to love this 
man, I ſhould never get a ſingle guinea from him. [ Aſids, 

L. Togo. If it be no offence, Macam 
La. Town, Say what you pleaſe, my Lord! I am in that 
harmony of ſpirits, it is impoſſible to put me out of humour. 
IL. Town, How long, in reaſon then, do you think that ſum 
ought to laſt you? | 

I a. Town, Oh! my dear, d-ar lord ! now you have ſpoil'd all 
again! how 1s it poſſible I ſhould anſwer for an event, that fo 
utterly depends. upon fortune ? but to ſhew you, that I am more 
inclin'd to get money, than to throw it away I have a ſtrong 
poſſeſſion, that, with this five hundred, I ſhall win five thouſand. 

L. Town, Madam, if you were to win ten thouſand, it 
would be no ſatisfaction to me. 

La. Town, O] the churl! ten thouſand! what! not ſo much as 
wilh I might win ten thouſand !—ten thouſand ! O! the charm- 
ing ſum ! what in*nite pretty things might a woman of. ſpirit 
do, with ten thouſand guineas ! O' my conſcience, if ſhe were 
a woman of true ſpirit—ſhe—ſhe might loſe em all again! 

L. Town, And I had rather it ſhould be ſo, Madam; provi- 
ded I could be ſure, that were the laſt you would loſe, 

La. Town. Well, my Lord, to let you ſee I deſign to play 
all the good houſe-wite I can; I am now going to a party at 


Quadrille, only to piddle with a little of it, at poor two guineas 


a ſh, with the Dutcheſs of Quiteright. [Exit Lady Townly. 

L. Town, Inſenſible creature! neither reproaches, or indul- 
gence, kindneſs, or ſeverity, can awake her to the leaſt reflec- 
tion! continual licence has lull'd her into ſuch a lethargy of 
care, that ſhe ſpeaks of her exceſſes with the ſame eaſy conf- 


dence, as if they were ſo many virtues, What a turn has her 


head taken! —but how to cure it am afraid the phylick 
muſt be ſtrong that reaches her—lenitives, I ſee, are to no 
purpoſe—take my friend's opinion—Manly will ſpeak freely 
—my ſiſter with tenderneſs to both ſides, They know my 


caſe— I'll talk with 'em. 


Enter a Servant, | ; 
Ser, Mr. Manly, my Lord, hasſent to know if your lordſhip 
was at home. 
L. Town, They did not deny me ? 
Ser. No, my Lord. 
L. Town, Very well; ſtep up to my Siſter, and ſay, I defire 
to ſpeak with her, Sor, 


CG 
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Ser. Lady Grace is here, my Lord, (Exit Serv. 
Enter Lady Grace. | 
L. Town, So, lady fair : whatpretty weapon have you been 
killing your time with? | 
La. Grace, A huge folio, that has almoſt kill'd me—I think 
J have half read my eyes out. | 
L. Town, Oh! you ſhould not pore ſo much juſt after din- 


ner, child, 


La. Grace. That's true, but any body's thoughts are better 
than always one's own, you know. 

L. Town. Who's there? 

Enter Servant. 
Leave word at the door, I am at home to no body but Mr. Manly. 

La. Grace. And why is he excepted, pray my lord ? 

L. Toon. I hope, Madam, you have no objection to his com- 
pany. | 
La, Grace. Your particular orders, upon my being here, 
look, infleed, as if you thought I had not. 

L. Town, And your ladyſhip's inquiry into the reaſon of theſe 
orders, ſhew, at leaſt, it was nota matter indifferent to you! 

La. Grace, Lord! you make the oddeſt conſtructions, brother. 
L. Toxwn, Look you, my grave lady Grace in one ſerious 
word -I wiſh you had him. 

La. Grace. I can't help that. 

L. Town, Ha ! you can't help it | ha! ha! the flat ſimplicity 
0: that reply was admirable ! | 

La. Grace, Pooh! you teize one, brother! ES; 

L. Town, Come, I beg pardon, child—this is not a point, 
| grant you, to trifle upon ; therefore, I hope you'll give me 
leave to be ſerious. 

La. Grace, If you deſire it, brother ; tho' upon my word, 
as to Mr, Manly's having any ſerious thoughts of me—I know 
nothing of it. | 

L. Town, Well—there's nothing wrong, in your making a 
doubt of it—but in ſhort, I find, by his converſation of late, he 
has been looking round the world for a wife; and, if you were 
to look round the world for a huſband, he's the firſt man I would 
give to you. 

La. Grace. Then, whenever he makes me any offer, brother, 
| will certainly tell you of it. | 

L. Town, Oh! that's the laſt thing he'll do: hell never 
make you any offer, till he's pretty {ure it won't be refus'd 

La. Grace, Now you make me curious, Pray did he ever 
make any offer of that kind to you ? 

L. Town, Not directly: but that imports nothing: he is a 
nan too well acquainted with the female world, to be brought 
ts a high opinion of any one woman without ſome well exa- 
Un'd proof of her merit: yet I have reaſon to believe, that your 
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him to ſo favourable a one of you, that a few days will reduce 


turning his compliments upon me, which I receive without any 


ſcorn or coquetry. | | 


man make, before he falls into ſuch unfaſhionable company:? a 
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good ſenſe, your turn of mind, and your way of life, have brought 


him to talk plainly to me: which as yet (notwithſtanding our 
friendſhip) I have neither declin'd,. nor encourag'd him to, 

La. Grace. I am mighty glad we are fo near in our way of 
thinking : for to tell you the truth, he is much upon the fame 
terms with me: you know he has a ſatyrical turn; but never 
laſhes any folly without giving due encomiums to its oppoſite 
virtue : and upon ſuch occaſions he is ſometimes particular, in 


reſerve, leſt he ſhould imagine I take them to myſelf. 
L. Town. You are right, child : when a man of merit makes 
his addreſſes, good ſenſe may give him an anſwer, without 


La. Grace, Huſh! he's here 
Enter Mr. Manly. 
Man. My Lord, your moſt obedient. 
L. Town. Dear Manly ! yours I was thinking to ſend to you. 
Man. Then, I am glad I am here, my Lord—lady Grace, I 
kiſs your hands !—what, only you two! how many viſits may a 


brother and fiſter ſoberly fitting at home, when the whole 
town is a gadding! I queſtion if there is ſo particular a eter 
a tete, again, in the whole pariſh of St. James's ! 

La. Grace. Fy, fy, Mr. Manly; how cenſorious you are? 


Man. I had not made the reflection, Madam, but that Il av MW | 
you an Exception to it—where's my Lady ? | 
L. Town, That, I believe, is impoſſible to gueſs. _ i 
Man, Then I won't try, my Lord 
L. Town, But, tis probable I may hear of her, by that time a 
I have been four or hve hours in bed. | tc 
Man. Now if that were my caſe, I believe I ſhou'd—but 1 
beg pardon, my Lord. | | o 
L Town, Indeed, Sir, you ſhall not: you will oblige me, it 
you ſpeak out ; for it was upon this head, I wanted to ſee you. thi 
Man. Why then, my Lord, ſince you oblige me to proceed.— | 
If that were my caſe—l believe I ſhou'd certainly fleep in 


another houſe. 
La. Grace. How do you mean? 
Man. Only a compliment, Madam, 
La. Grace. A compliment! 
Man. Yes, Madam, in rather turning myſelf out of doors 
than her, : 
La. Grace. Don't you think, that would be going too far? 
Man. I don't know but it might, Madam; for in ſtrict juſtice, 
I think, ſhe ought rather to go, than I. | 
La. Grace, This is new doctrine, Mr. Manly. 


Man, As old, Madam, as love, honour and obey ! when 3 
| woman 
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woman will ſtop at nothing, that's wrong, why ſhould a man 
balance any thing that's right? 
La. Grace. Bleſs me! but this is fomenting things 

Man, Fomentations, Madam, are ſometimes neceſſary to diſ- 
pel tumours z tho” I don't directly adviſe my Lord to do this 
This is only what, upon theſame provocation, I would do myſelf. 

La. Grace. Ay, ay, you would do! batchelors wives, in- 
deed, are finely govern'd, | 

Man, If the married men's were as well—lI am apt to think 


we ſhould not ſee ſo many mutual plagues taking the air, in ſe- 


parate coaches! 

La. Grace, Well, but ſuppoſe it your own caſe, would you 
part with a wife, becauſe ſhe now and then ſtays out in the 
beft company ? fe 

L. Town, Well ſaid, Lady Grace! come, ſtand up for the 
privileges of your ſex! This is like to be a warm debate! I 
ſhall edify. | | | 

Man, Madam, I think a wife, after midnight, has no occa- 
fon to be in better company than her huſband's; and that 
frequent unſeaſonable hours make the beſt company—the worſt 
company ſhe'can fall into. 

La. Grace. But, if people of condition are to keep company 
with one another; how 1s it pofſible to be done, unleſs one 
conforms to their hours ? | 

Man, I can't find, that any woman's good breeding obliges 
her to conform to other people's vices. - 

L. Town, I doubt, child, here we are got a little on the 
wrong fide of the queſtion, 

La. Grace, Why ſo, my Lord? I can't think the caſe fo bad, 
as Mr. Manly ſtates it—People of quality are not ty'd down 
to the rules of thoſe, who have their fortunes to make. 

Man. No people, Madam, are above being ty'd down to 
fome rules, that have fortunes to loſe. 

La. Grace. Pooh! I'm ſure, if you were to take my fide of 
the argument, you would be able to ſay ſomething more of it. 

L. Town. Well! what ſay you to that, Manly? 

Man. Why 'troth, my Lord, I have ſomething to ſay. 

La. Grace. Ay! that I ſhould be glad to hear now! 

L. Town, Out with it! | 

Man. Then, in one word, this, my Lord; I have often 
thought, that the miſconduct of my Lady has, in a great mea- 
lure, been owing to your Lordſhip's treatment of her, 

La. Grace, Bleſs me! | 

L. Town, My treatment ! 5 

Man. Ay, my Lord, you ſo idoliz'd her before marriage, that 
jou even indulged her, like a miſtreſs, after it: In ſhort, you con- 
tinued the lover, when you ſhould have taken up the huſband, 


La. Grace. O frighttul ! this is worſe than t'other! can a 


nuſband love a wife too well! | Man, 
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Man. As eaſily, Madam, as a wife may love a huſband tos 
little. | 

L. Town, So! you two are never like to agree, I find. 

La. Grace. Don't be poſitive, brother ;-— am afraid we are 


both of a mind already, ( Alide. ] And do you, at this rate, 


ever hope to be married, Mr. Manly ? 

Man. Never, Madam; till I can meet with a woman that 
likes my doctrine. 

La. Grace. Tis pity but your miſtreſs ſhould hear it. 

Man. Pity me, Mad, when I marry the woman that won't 
hear it. 

La. Grace. I think, at leaſt, he can't ſay, that's me. [ Afar, 

Man. And ſo, my Lord, by giving her more power than was 
needful, ſhe has none where fhe wants it; having ſuch entire 
poſſeſſion of you, ſhe is not miſtreſs of herſelf! And, mercy 
on us! how many fine women's heads have been turn · upon 


the ſame occaſion ! 


L. Town. O Manly! *tis too true! there's the ſource of my | 
diſquiet! ſhe knows, and has abu-'d her power! Nay, I'm til 0 
fo weak (with ſhame 1 ſpeak it) tis not an hour ago, that in ; 
the midit of my impatience— l gave her another bill tor five 5 
hundred, to throw aw ay, 5 

Man. Welly Lord ! to let you ſee, I am ſometimes upon . 
the ſide of good- nature, I won't abſolutely blame you; for the c 
greater your indulgence, the more you have to re proach her with. 6 

La. Grace, Ay, Mr. Manly! here now, I begin to come in 858 
with you: who knows, my Lord, but you may have a good ac- 288 
count of your kindneſs? | mY 

Man. That, I am afraid, we had not beſt depend upon: but, . 
ſince you have had ſo much patience, my Lord, even go on with N 6 
it a day or two more! and upon her lad vilip's next ſally, be a I. 
little rounder in your expoſtulation; if that don't work— drop 55 
her ſome cool hints of determin'd reformation, and leave her— "We 


to breakfaſt upon em. | 

L. Town. You are perfectly right! how valuable is a friend, 
in our anxiety ? 

Max. 'Therefore to divert that, my Lord, I beg, for the pre 
ſent we may call another cauſe. 

La. Grace, Ay! for goodneſs ſake let's have done with this, 

L. Town, With all my heart. 

La. Grace. Have you no news abroad, Mr, Manly ? 

Man, A propos—lI have ſome, Madam ; and I believe, my 
Lord, as extraordinary, in its kind 

L. Town, Pray let's have it. 

Man. Do you know that your country neighbour, and my 
wiſe kinſman, Sir Francis Wronghead, is coming to town with 
his whole family ? 


L. Town, The fool | what can be his buſineſs pere 


Alan, 


| my 
with 


17 
14 rune, Mr, Manly ? 
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Man. Oh! of the laſt importance, I'll aſſure you—no leſs 
than the buſingſs of the nation, 8 


L. Town, Explain ! 

Man, He has carried his election—againſt Sir John Worthland. 

L. Town. The deuce ! what! for—for | 

Man. The famous borough of Guzzledown |! 

L. Toun, A proper repreſentative, indeed. 

La. Grace. Pray, Mr. Manly, don't I know him? 

Man. You have din'd with him, Madam, when I was laſt 
down with my Lord at Bellmont. | 

La. Grace, Was not that he, that got a little merry before 
dinner, and overſet the tea-table, in making his compliments 
to my Lady? | . 

Man. The ſame. 

La, Grace. Pray what are his circumſtances? I know but 
very little of him, | on, 

Man. Then he is worth your knowing, I can tell you, Ma- 
dam. His eſtate, if clear, I believe, might be a good two thou- 
ſand pounds a year: though, as it was left him, ſaddled with 
two jointures, and two weighty mortgages upon it, there is no 
ſaying what it is—but that he might be ſure never to mend it, 
he married a profuſe, young huſſy for love, without ever a penny 
of money ! thus having, like his brave anceſtors, provided heirs 
for the family (for his dove breeds like a tame pigeon) he now 
finds children and intereſt money make ſuch a balling about his 
ears, that, at laſt, he has taken the friendly advice of his kinſ- 


man, the good Lord Danglecourt, to run his eſtate two thouſand 


pounds more in debt, and to put the whole management of 
what's left into Paul Pillage's hands, that he may be at leiſure 
himſelf to retrieve his affairs, by being a Parliament Man, 

L. Town, A moſt admirable ſcheme, indeed ! 

Man. And with this politick proſpect, he's now upon his 
purney to London' Fo | 

L. Town, What can it end in ? 

Man, Pooh, a journey into the country again. 

L. Toaon. Do you think he'll ſtir, 'till his money's gone? or 
at leaſt, till the ſeſſion is over? | | 

Man. If my intelligence is right, my Lord, he won't fit long 
enough to give his vote for a turn-pike. | 

L. Town, How ſo ? 

Man. O] a better buſineſs! he had ſcarce a vote in the whole 
own beſide the returning officer. Sir John will certainly have 
tneard at the bar of the houſe, and ſend him about his buſineſs 
gain. 8 15 

L. Town, Then he has made a fine buſineſs of it, indeed! 

Man. Which, as far as my little intereſt will go, ſhall be 
one, in as few days as poſſible. 

La. Grace, But why would you ruin the poor r 
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Man. No, madam, I would only ſpoil his project, to ſave his 
fortune, 
La. Grace. How are you concern'd enough, to do either ? 

Man, Why have ſome obligations to the family, Madam: 
I enjoy at this time a pretty eſtate, which Sir Franzis was heir 
at law to: but—by his being a booby, the laſt will of an ob- 
{tinate old uncle gave it me. 

| Enter à Servant. 

Serv. [to Manly. ] Sir, here's. one of your ſervants from 
your houſe, deſires to ſpeak with you. | 

Man. Will you give him leave to come in, my Lord? 

L. Town, Sir— the ceremony's of your own making. 

Enter Manly's Servant, 

Man, Well, James, what's the matter now ? 

Fam. Sir, here's John Moody's juſt come to town; he ſays 
Sir Francis, and all the family, will be here to-night, and 
is in a. great hurry to ſpeak with you; 

Man, Where 1s he ? 

Jam. At our houſe, Sir: he has been gaping and ſtumping 
about the ſtreets, in his dirty boots, and aſking every one he 
meets, if they can tell him, where he may have a good lodging 
for a parliament-man, till he can hire a handſome whole houſe 
fit for all his family, for the winter. 

Man. I am afraid, my Lord, I muſt wait upon Mr. Moody. 

L. Town, Pr'ythe let's have him here: He will divert us. 

Man. O, my Lord! he's ſuch a cub! Not but he's ſo near 
sommon ſenſe, that he paſſes for a wit in the family. | 

La. Grace. I beg of all things, we may have him! I am in 
love with nature, let her dreſs be ever ſo homely | 

Man. Then deſire him to come hither, James. [Exit James. 

La. Grace, Pray what may be Mr, Moody's poſt ? | 

Man, O! his maitre hotel, his butler, his bailiff, his hind, 
his huniman, and ſometimes his companion. 

L. Town, It runs in my head, that the moment this Knight 
has ſet him down in the houſe, he will get up, to give them 
the earlieſt proof, of what importance he is to the public, in 
his own country. | 

Man, Yes, and when they have heard him, he will find, that 


his utmoſt importance ſtands valued at—ſometimes being 1nv1- 


ted to dinner. | 

La. Grace. And her Ladyſhip, I fuppoſe, will make as con- 
ſiderable a figure in her ſphere too. ; 

Man, That you may depend upon: For (if I don't miſtake) 
the has ten times more of the jade in her, than ſhe yet knov5 
of, and ſhe will ſo improve in this rich ſoil, in a month, that ſhe 
will viſit all the ladies, that will let her into their houſes, and 
run in debt to all the ſhop-keepers that will let her into their 


books: In ſhort, before her important ſpouſe has made 3 
| e pounds, 
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pounds, by his eloquence, at Weſtminſter ; ſhe will have loft 

five hundred at dice, and quadrille, in the pariſh of St. James's, 
L. Town, So that, by that time he is declared unduly elect- 

ed, a ſwarm of duns will be ready for their money; and his 

worſhip —will be ready for a jail. 

Man. Ves, yes, that I reckon will cloſe the account of this 

hopeful Journey to London But ſee here comes the fore-horſe 


of the team 
| Enter John Moody. 


Oh! honeſt John! 


F. Mood, Ad's wounds, and heart, Maſter Manly! I'm glad 
{ ha' fun ye. Lawd! lawd! give me a buſs! Why that's 
friendly naw! Fleſh! I thought we ſhould never ha' got hi- 
ther! Well! and how d'ye do, maſter Good lack! I beg 
pardon {or my bawldneſs—I did not ſee as his honour was here. 

L. Town, Mr. Moody, your ſervant: I am glad to ſee you 
in London, I hope all the good family is well? 

J. Mood. Thanks be prais'd your honour, they are all in pretty 
La. Grace. 1 hope my Lady has had no hurt, Mr. Moody. 

F. Mood. Noa, and pleaſe your Ladyſhip, ſhe was never in 
better humour. There's money enough ſtirring now. 

Man. What has been the matter, John? 

F. Mood, Why we came up in ſuch a hurry, you mun think, 
that our tackle was not ſo right as it ſhould be. 

Man, Come; tell us all—Pray how do they travel ? 


F. Mood, Why i th' awld coach, Meaſter, and cauſe my La- 


dy love to do things handſome, to be ſure, ſhe would have a 
couple of cart-horſes clapt to th' tour old geldings, that neigh- 
bours might ſee ſhe went up to London, in her coach and fix! 
And fo Giles Joulter the plowman rides pottillion ! 

Man, Very well ! the journey ſets out as it ſhould do. [A/ide, 
What, do they bring all the children with them too ? 

J. Mocd, Noa, noa, only the young Squoire, and Miſs Jenny. 
The other foive are all out at board, at halfa crown a head a 


| week, with Joan Growſe, at Smoak Dunghill farm. 


Man. Good again, A right Engliſh Academy for younger 
children! 

J. Mood. Anon, Sir! [Not underflanding him. 

La. Grace. Poor ſouls! What will become of em? 

F. Mood. Nay, nay, for that matter, Madam, they are in 
ery good hauds : Joan loves um, an as thof' they were all 
ner own: For ſhe was wet-nurſe to every mother's 'babe of 
um— Ay, ay, they'll ne'er want for a belly-full there! 

La, Grace, What ſimplicity ! | 

Man. The lud 'a mercy upon all good folks! What work 
will theſe people make! [ Holding uþ his hands. 

L. Town, And when do you expect them here, John? 

F. Mood. 


good heart; thof* we have had a power of croſſes upo' the road. 
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F. Mod. Why we were in hopes to ha' come yeſterday, an' 
it had not 'been, that the awld wheeze belly horſe tyr'd : And 
then we were ſo cruelly loaden, that the two fore-wheels came 
craſh! down at once, in Waggon-Rut-Lane, and there we 
of, four hours, afore we could ſet things to rights again. 

Man. So they bring all their baggage with the coach then ? 
j J. Mood, Ay! ay! and good ſtore on't there i Why my La- 
1 dy's geer alone were as much as fill'd four portmantel trunks, 
beſide the great deal box, that heavy Ralph and the monkey 
ſit upon behind. 

Ld. La. and Man. Ha, ha, ha 

La. Grace, Well, Mr. Moody, and pray how many are 
they within the coach? | - | 

F. Mood. Why there's my Lady, and his Worſhip; and the 
young Squoire, and Miſs Jenny, and the fat lap-dog, and my 
Lady's maid, Mrs. Handy, and Doll Tripe the cook, that's all— 
Only Doll puked a little with riding backwards, ſo they hoiſted 
her into the coach-box—And then her ſtomach was eaſy. 

La. Grace. Oh! I ſee em! I ſee em go by me—Ha! ha! 

Laughing. 

F. Mood. Then you mun think, Meaſter, there was ſome 
ſtowage for the belly, as well as th' back too: Childer are apt 
to be famiſht upo' th' road; ſo we had ſuch cargoes of plum- 
cake, and baſkets of tongues, and biſcuits, and cheeſe, and cold 
boil'd beef— And then, in caſe of ſickneſs, bottles of cherry- 
brandy, plague-water, ſack, tent, and ſtrong beer ſo plenty as 
made th' awld coach crack again! Mercy upon them! and ſend 
em all well to town, I ſay. 

Man. Ay! And well out on't again, John. 

F. Mood, Ods bud, Meaſter, your a wiſe Mon; and for that 
matter, ſo am I—Whoam's whoam, I ſay: I'm ſure we ha' got 
bur little good, e'er fin' we turn'd our backs on't, Nothing but 
miſchief : Some devil's trick or other plagued us, aw th' day 
lung! Crack ! goes one thing: Bawnce! goes another. Woa, 
ſays Roger Then ſowſe! we are all ſet faſt in a ſlough, Whaw! 
cries M:ſs! Scream go the maids! and bawl, juſt as an' thot” they 
were ſtuck! And ſo mercy on us! this was the trade from morning 
to night. But my Lady was in ſuch murrain haſte to be here, that 
ſet out ſhe would, thof* I told her it was Childermas- Day. 

Man. Theſe Ladies, theſe Ladies, John— 

J. Mood. Ah, Meaſter, I ha' ſeen a little of em: And I find 
that the beſt—when ſhe's mended, won't ha' much goodnels to 
ſpare, | | 

L. Town, Well ſaid, John. Ha! ha! f 

Man. I hope at leaſt, you and your good woman agree ſill. 

F. Mced, Ay! ay! much of a muchneſs, Bridget ſticks to 
me: Thof' as for goodneſs—why ſhe was willing to come to 
London too—But hawld a bit! Noa, noa, ſays I, there ma) 
be miſchjef enough done, without you, | May. 
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Man. Why that was bravely ſpoken, John, and like a man, 
F. Mood, Ah, weaſt heart! were Meaſter but hawf the Mon 
that I am—Ods wookers ! thof' he'll ſpeak—ſtawtly too ſome- 
times—But then he canno' hawld 1t—no! he canno' hawld it. 

Ld. La. and Man, Ha! ha! ha! 

J. Mood. Ods fleth! But I mun hye me whoam! th' coach 
will be _— every hour naw—but Meaſter charged me to 
find your worſhip out; for he has huge buſineſs with you; 
and will certainly wait upon you, by that time he can put on 
a clean neck-cloth. : 35 17 

Man, O John, I'll wait upon him. 

F, Mcod. Why you wonno' be ſo kind, wull ye? 

Man, If you'll tell me where you lodge. 

F. Mocd. Juſt i' th' ftreet next to where your worſhip dwells, 
at the ſign of the Golden-Ball—It's gold all over; where they 
ſell ribbands,and flappits,and other ſort of geer for gentlewomen. 
Man. A milliner's ? | | 

J. Mood, Ay, ay, one Mrs. Motherly's; Waunds ! ſhe has 
a couple of clever girls there a ſtitching i'“ th' fore- room. 

Man, Yes, yes, he is a woman of good buſineſs, no doubt 
on't—W ho recommended that houſe to you, John ? 

F. Mood, The greateſt good fortune in the world, ſure! For 
as was gaping about the ſtreets, who ſhould look out of the 
window there, but the fine gentleman, that was always riding 
by our coach ſide, at Vork races—Count—Count Baſſet: Ay, 
that's he. | 

Man. Baſſet ? Oh, I remember! I know him by fight. 

F. Mood. Well! to be ſure, as civil a gentleman, to ſee to 

Man. As any ſharper in town. | [ Aide. 

F. Mood, At York, he us'd to breaktaſt with my Lady every 


; morning, ; 


Man. Yes, yes, and I ſuppoſe her Ladyſhip will return his 
compliment here in town, [ Afar. 

F. Mod. Well, Meaſter— | 

L. Town, My ſervice to Sir Francis, and my Lady, John, 

La. Grace. And mine, pray, Mr. Moody. 

J. Mood. Ah, your honours, they'll be proud on't, I dare ſay 

Man, I'll bring my compliments myſelf: So, honeſt John 

J. Mood. Dear Meaſter Monly! the goodneſs of goodneſs 
bleſs and preſerve you ! [Exit John Moody. 

L. Town, What a natural creature tis | 

La, Grace. Well, I can't but think John, in a wet -after- 
noon in the country, muſt be very good company. 


L. Town. Ol the Tramontane ! if this were known at half 


the Quadrille-tables in town, they wou'd lay down their card- 
to laugh at you. | 
La. Grace. And the minute they took them up again, they 


would do the ſame at the loſers—But to let you ſee, that I think 
| | C 


good 


— 
8 


<a «i * 7 . 2 
— > — e — 
r 167 n dn, — roy _ - — 
2 e 3 rer on Hr re I III 8 
” - * vr — Sa * 


Reer 
ee 


2 — 


28 The PROVOK'D HUSBAND: Or, 


good company may ſometimes want cards, to keep them toge- 
ther, what think you if we three fat ſoberly down, to kill an 
hour at Ombre ? | | 

Man. I ſhall be too hard for you, Madam. 

La. Grace. No matter! I ſhall have as much advantage of 
my Lord, as you have of me, 1 

L. Town, Say you ſo, Madam? Have at you then! Here! 


Get the Ombre-table, and cards. [Exit L. Town. 


La. Grace, Come, Mr. Manly—I know you don't forgive 
me now ! | | . 

Man, I don't know whether I ought to forgive your think- 
ing fo, Madam. Where do you imagine I could paſs my 
time fo agreeably ? | | 

La. Grace. I am ſorry my Lord is not here to take ſhare of 
the compliment—But he'll wonder what's become of us. 

Man, I'II follow in a moment, Madam [Exit La. Grace. 
it muſt be ſo—She ſees, I love her—Yet with what unoffend- 
me decency ſhe avoids an explanation? How amiable is every 
hour of her conduct? What a vile opinion have I had of the 
whole ſex, for theſe ten years paſt, which this ſenſible creature 
has recovered in leſs than one? Such a companion, ſure, 
might compenſate all the irkſome diſappointments, their pride, 
folly, and falihood ever gave me! = | 

Could women regulate, like her, their lives, 

What Halcyon days were in the gift of wives! 

Vain rovers then might envy what they hate, 

And only fools would mock the married ſtate. Exit. 


%% ˙t 1. 
SCENE Mrs. Motherly's Houſe. 


Enter Count Baſſet and Mrs, Motherly. 
C Baſ. I TELL you, there is not ſuch a family in England, 
I for you! Do you think I would have gone out of 
your lodgings for any body, that was not ſure to make yon 
eaſy for the winter. 

Moth. Nay, I ſee nothing againſt it, Sir, but the gentle- 
man's being a parliament-man; and then people may, as |! 
were, think one impertinent, or be out of humour, you know, 
when a body comes to aſk for one's own— „„ 

C. Baſ. Pſha! Prythee never trouble thy head His pay 1 
as good as the bank - Why he has above two thouſand pounds 
a year! 

Moth. Alas-a-day! that's nothing: Your people of ten 
thouſand a year, have ten thouſand things to do with it. 

C. Baſ. Nay, if you are afraid of being out of your money; 
what do you think of going a little with me, Mrs. Motherly? 

Moth. As how? C. Ba. 


dred to nothing. 


try ladies are not ſo fluſh of it! | 
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C.Paſ. Why I have a game in my hand, in which, if you'll 1 
croup me, that is, help me to play it, you ſhall go five hun- i} 


Moth. Say you fo?—Why then, I go, Sir—and now pray 
let's fee your game. 
C. Baſ. Look you, in one word, my cards lie thus When 
I was down this ſummer at York, I happened to lodge in the 10 
ſame houſe with this Knight's Lady, that's now coming to 
lodge with you. 18 
Moth. Did you ſo, Sir? . j 
C. Baſ. And ſometimes had the honour to- breakfaſt, and * 
| 


paſs an idle hour with her 
Moth. Very good; and here I fuppoſe you would have the 1 
impudence to ſup, and be buſy with her. 1 
C. Ba. Pthaw, pr'ythee hear me | | 
Moth. Is this your game? I would not give ſix- pence for it! 
What, you have a paſſion for her pin-money—no, no, coun-- 


C. Baſ. Nay, if you won't have patienc — | 
Moth. One had need have a good deal, I'm ſure, to hear 
you talk at this rate! Is this your way of making my poor niece 


Myrtilla. eafy ? : 
C. Baſ. Death ! I ſhall do it ftill, if the woman will but 
let me ſpeak : | 1 
Moth. Had you not a letter from her this morning ? 
C. Baſ. I have it here in my pocket—this is it. 
. ä [Shews it and puts it uf. again. 1 
Moth. Ay, but J don't find you have made any anſwer to it. 1 
C. Baſ. How the devil can I, if you won't hear me ? 8 
Moth, What, hear you talk of ano her woman ? WW 
C. Baj. O lud! O lud! I tell you, I'll make her fortune I 
'ounds! I'll marry her. 1 
Moth. A likely matter! if you would not do it when ſhe was 1 


a maid, your ſtomach is not ſo ſharp ſet, now, I preſume. 
C. Baſ. Hey dey, why your head begins to turn, my dear | 
the devil! you did not think I propos'd to marry her myſelf? I 
Moth. If you don't, who thedevildoyou think will marry her ? 'f 
C. Baſ. Why, a fool 7 
Moth. H umph, there may be ſenſe in that 
C. Baſ. Very good—one for t'other then; if J can help her 
to a huſband, why ſhould not you come into-my ſcheme of help- 
ing me to a wife? | 
Moth. Your pardon, Sir! ay! in an honourable affair, you 
know, you command me—but pray where is this bleſſed wife 


and huſband to be had ? 4 


C. Ba. Now have a little patience—you muſt know then, 
this country knight, and his lady, bring up in the coach with 
them, their eldeſt ſon, and a daughter to teach them to—wafh 
their faces, and turn their toes out. 


© 4 Meth, 


Srinads ſtill. 
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Moth. Good | 
C. Baſ. The fon is an unlick'd whelp, about fixteen, juſt 
taken from ſchool; and begins to hanker after every wench in 
the family: the daughter, much of the ſame age, a pert forward 
huſſy, who having eight thouſand pound, left her by an old 
doating grandmother, ſeems to havea deviliſh mind to be doing 
in her way too. 8 N 
Moth. And your deſign is to put her into buſineſs for life 
C. Baſ. Look you, in ſhort, Mrs. Motherly, we gentlemen 
whoſe occaſional chariots roll only upon the four aces, are li- 
able ſometimes, you know, to have a wheel out of order 
which, I confeſs, is ſo much my caſe, at preſent, that my dap- 
ple greys are reduced to a pair of ambling chair-men : now, 
if, with your aſſiſtance, I can whip up this young jade into a 
hackney-coach, I may chance, in a day or two after, to carry 
her in my own chariot, en famille, to an opera. Now what 
do you ſay to me | 
Moth. Why, I fhall not ſteep for thinking of it. But hoy 
will you prevent the family's ſmoaking your deſign? 
C. Baſ. By renewing my addreſles to the mother. 
Moth. And how will the daughter like that, think: you? 
C. Eaſ. Very well—whillſt it covers her own affair. | 
Moth, That's true—it muſt do—but, as you: ſay, one for 
t'other, Sir ſtick to that—yf you don't do my: niece's buſi- 
neſs with the ſon, VII blow you with the daughter, depend | 
upon't. : 
"7 Baſ. It's a bett—pay as we go, I tell you, and the five 
hundred ſhall be ſtak'd in a third hand. | 
Moth. That's honeſt—but here comes my niece1| ſhall ve M B 
let her into the {ecret ? | | 
C. Baj. Time enough! may be, I may touch upon it 
| Enter Myrtilla. , 
Moth. So, niece, are all the rooms done out, and the beds _ 
ſheeted ? | - | ' FF 
pr, Yes, madam, but Mr. Moody tells us the lady always | | 
burns waz in her own chamber, and we have none in the houſe. ¶ teſt 
Moth. Odfoi then J muſt beg your pardon, Count; this 154 . C 
buiy time, you know. [Exit Mrs, Motherly. W are 


C, Baj. Myrtilla! how doſt thou do, child? IJ tanc 
Myr, As well as a loſing gameſter can. = 1 
C. Baſ. Why, what have you loſt? ou! 
Myr. What I ſhall never recover; and what's worſe, you L 
that have won it, don't ſeem to be much the better fort. vom 
C. Baſ. Why, child, doſt thou ever ſee any body overjoy d C 
for winning a deep ſtake, fix months after it's over ? mali 


Myr. Would I had never play'd for it! 
C. Baſ. Pſha l hang theſe melancholy thoughts! we may be 


Myr, Dull ones. 


„5 
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C. Ba. Uſetul ones, perhaps—ſuppoſe I ſhould help thee to 
a good huſband ? 

Myr, I ſuppoſe you'll think any one good enough, that will 
take me off o' your hands. 

Ci. Baſ. What do you think of the young country Squire, 
x the heir of the family that's coming to lodge here? 

Myr, How ſhould I know what to think of him? 
C. Baſ. Nay I only give you the hint, child: it may be 
worth your while, at leaſt to look about you—hark !' what 
buſtle's that without ? 

Enter Mrs. Motherly in haſte. 

Meth. Sir! Sir! the gentleman's coach is at the door! they 
are all come! | 

C. Baſ. What, already! 

Moth. They are juſt getting out—wor't you ſtep, and lead 
in my lady ? Do you be in the \ way, niece ! I muſt run and re- 
ceive them. [Exit Mrs, Motherly. 

C. Baſ. And think of what I told you. Exit Count.. 

Myr. Ay! ay! you have left meenough to think of, as long 
as I live—a faithleſs fellow! I am ſure, I have been true to 
him; and for that only reaſon, he wants to be rid of me, and 
yet 'tis not above fix months fince, like a mercileſs high-way— 
man, he made me deliver all I had in the world—T am ſure, I 


Yr begg'd piteouſly to fave but one poor ſmall bawble! could 1 
i- but have kept that, I had: till kept him: but while women are 
nd MW veak, men will be rozues! and for a bane to both their joys, 
and ours, when our vanity indulges them, in ſuch innocent 

ve favours, as make them adore us, we can never. be well, till we 
grant them the very one, that puts an end to their devotion,— 


ve But here comes my aunt, and the company, 
ie. Motherly returns, ſhewing in lady Wronghead de by 
| count Ballet. 
Moth. If your ladyſhip pleaſes to walk into this parlour, 
eds WO nadam, only for the preſent, till your ſervants have got all your 


wings in. 
vays La. I/rong, Well! dear Sir, this is ſo infinitely obliging—T pro- 
ule, YM tft, it givesme pain, tho”, to turn you out of your lodging thus 
141 0. Baſ. No trouble in the leaſt, Madam; we fingle fellows 


erly. ¶ ire ſoon moy'd : beſides, Mrs. Motherly" s my old acquain- 
ance, and Ice uld not be her hindrance. 

Moth. The count is ſo well bred, madam, I dare ſay he 
ould do a great deal more to accommodate your lady ſhip. 

La. Wrong. O dear Madam! —a good, well bred ſort of a 
voman. Abart to the Count. 

C. Baſ. O Madam, ſhe is very much among the people of 
ality, ſhe is ſeldom without them in her houſe. 

La. Wrong. Are there. a good many people of qualit; 7 in this 


C 2 | . Moth, 


Þ jos 


rjoy d 


ay beſicet, Mrs, Motherly ? 
Bal. 
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London. 8 
thee! a good ſort of a houſe this! 


Sir Fr, Ey, ey, that's young hopeful—why doſt not bau, 


put himſelf forward ? 


oo 
Wing 
IN 


Moth. Now your ladyſhip is here, Madam, I don't believe 
there is a houſe without them, 5 

La. Wrong, I am mighty glad of that! for really I think 
people of quality ſhould always live among one another. 

C. Baſ. Tis what one would chuſe, indeed, Madam. 

ns Mrong. Bleſs me, but where are the children all this 
while ? 8 : 

Moth. Sir Francis, Madam, I believe is taking care of them, 

Jr. Fr. (within.) John Moody! ſtay you by the coach, and 
ſee all our things outcome, children, 

Moth. Here they are, Madam. | 

Enter Sir Francis, Squire Richard, and Miſs Jenny. 
Sir. Fr, Well, count, I mun ſay it, this was koynd, indeed 
C. Baſ. Sir Francis! give me leave to bid you welcome to 


Sir Fr, Pſha! how doſt do, mon ?—waunds, I'm glad to ſec 
C. Baſ. Is not that maſter Richard ! | 


Dick ? 
Su. Rich. So J do, feyther, 
C. Baſ. Sir, I am glad to ſee you—I proteſt Mrs. Jane i, 
grown fo, I ſhould not have known her. | 
Sir Fr, Come forward, Jenny. OE 
Jenny. Sure, papa, do you think I don't know how to be- 
have myſeH? | | 
C. Baſ. If I have permiſſion to approach her, Sir Francis 
Jenny. Lord, Sir! I am in ſuch a frightful pickle [Salate. 
C. Baſ. Every dreſs that's proper muſt become you, Madam, 
you ha ve been a long journey. | 
Jenny. I hope you will ſee me in a better, to-morrow, Sir. 
[La. Wrong whiſpers Mrs, Moth. pointing to Myrtilla.] f 
Moth. Only a niece of mine, Madam, that lives with me; 
ſhe will be proud to give your ladyſhip any aſſiſtance, in her y 
ower. | 
La. Wrong. A pretty fort of a young woman—— Jenny, U 
you two muſt be acquainted. 


Fenny. O Mamma! I am never ſtrange in a ſtrange place. W 1: 
2 | ; | [Satutes Myr. 
Myr. You do mea great deal of honour, Madam—Madan, 

your ladyſhip's welcome to London. a 


Jemy. Mamma, I like her prodigiouſly ſhe call'd me m 
ladyſhip. | ” 
gu. Rich, Pray, Mother, maun't T be acquainted with her too; 
La. Wrong. You! you clown! ſtay till you learn a little 
more breeding firſt. : | | | 
Hir Fr. Od's heart! my lady Wronghead, why do you balk 
the lad? how ſhould he ever learn breeding, it he does by 


— 
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Squ, Rich. Why ay, feyther, does mother think at I'd be un- 
civil to her? 


Myr. Maſter has ſo much good humour, Madam, he would 


ſoon gain upon any body. [He kiſſes Myr. 
Su. Rich. Lo' you theere, moather: and you would but be 
quiet, ſhe and I ſhould do well enough. 
La. Wrong. Why bow now, firrah! boys muſt not be ſo fa- 
miliar. 
Su. Rich. Why, an I know no body, haw the murrain mun 
I paſs my time here, in a ttrange place? naw you and I, and 
fifter, forſooth, ſometimes, in an afternoon, may play at one 
and thirty bone-ace, purely, 
Jenny. Speak for yourſelf, Sir! d'ye think I play at ſuch 
clowniſh games? 
Se. Rich. Why and you wo'ant, yo'ma let it alone: then, 
ſhe, and I, may hap, will have a bawt at all fours without you. 
Sir Fr, Noa! noa! Dick, that won't do neither! you mun 
learn to make one at ombre, here, child, 
Myr. If maſter pleaſes, I'll ſhew it him, 
Vu. Rich. What ! th* Humber! hoy day 1 why does our river 
run to this town, feyther ? 
Sir Fr, Pooh! you filly tony! ombre is a game at cards, 
that the better ſort of people play three together at. 
$92, Kich, Nay the moare the merrier, I ſay; but ſiſter is 
always ſo croſs-grain'd———— 
Jenny. Lord! this boy is enough to deaf people—and one 
has 1 
could not I get alittle powder for my hair ? 
Myr. If you pleaſe to come along with me, Madam. 
[Exit Myr. and Jenny. 
Su. Rich, What, has alter ta'en her away now! *meſs I'lI 
go, and havea little game with 'em. [ Exit after them, 
La. Yrong. Well, count, I hope you won't ſo far change 
your lodging, but you will come, and be athome here ſometimes ? 
Sir Fr. A y, ay, pry'thee come and take a bit of mutton with 
us, naw and then, when thou'ſt nowght to do. 
C. Baſ. Well, Sir Francis, you ſhall find I'll make but very 
little ceremony. 
Sir Fr, Why ay, naw, that's hearty ! 
Moth, Will your ladyſhip pleaſe to refreſh — with 
a diſh of tea, after your fatigue? I think 1 have pretty good. 
La. Wrong. If you pleaſe, Mrs, Motherly; but I behevewe 
had beſt to have it above ſtairs. 
Moth. Very well, Madam, it ſhall be ready immediately. 
[ Exit Mrs, 1 
La. Wrong. Won't you walk up, Sir?! 
Sir Fr. Moody 3 f 
C. Baſ. Shan't we ſtay for Sir Franeis, Madam? _ 


been ſtufft up in a coach ſo long, that pray, Madam 


44 The PROVOK'D HUSBAND: Or, 


La. Wrong. Lard! don't mind him: he will come if he likes it. 


Sir Fr. Ay, ay, ne'er heed me—T ha' things to look after, 
[Exif Lady Wrong. and Count Bal, 

| Enter John Moody. 

F. Mood. Did your worſhip want muh? 

Sir' Fr, Ay, is the coach clear'd? and all our things in? 

F. Mood. Aw but a few bandboxes, and the nook that's left 
o'th' gooſe poy—but a plague on him, th' monkey has gin u; 
the ſlip,, I think—I ſuppoſe he's goan to ſee his relations; for 
here looks to be a power of um in this tawn—but heavy Ralph 
is ſkawer'd after him. 

Str Fr. Why let him go to. the devil! no matter, an the 
bawnds had him a month ago—but I wiſh the coach and horſe; 
were got ſafe to th' Inn! this is a ſharp tawn, we mun look. 
about us here,. John ; therefore I would have you goa alung 
with Roger, and ſee that no body runs away with them before 


they get to the ſtable. 


F. Moody. Alas-a-day, Sir; I believe our awld cattle woan't 
yealily be run away with to--night—but howſomdever, we'it 
ta' the beſt care we can of'um, poor ſawls. 

Sir Fr, Well, well! make haſte then 

| {Moody goes out, and return. 

F. Mocdy, Ods-fleſh! here's meaſter Monly come to wait 
upo' your worſhip! | 

Sir Fr, Where is he ? | 

F. Moody. Juſt coming in; at threfhold. 

Sir Fr, Then goa about your bulineſs. 

Enter. Manly. 

Couſin Manly! Sir, I am your very humble ſervant. 

Man, I heard you were come, Sir Francis—and— 

Sir Fr. Ods-beart! this was ſo kindly done of you, naw ! 

Man. I. wiſh you may think it ſo, couſin! for I contets, | 
thould have been better pleas'd to have ſeen. you in any other 
place. | : | 

Sir Fr. How ſoa, Sir ? 

Man. Nay, tis for your own-ſake : I'm not concern'd. 

Sir, Fr. Look you, couſin, thof' I know you wiſh me well! 


[Exit Moodv. 


yet I don't queſtion I ſhall give you ſuch weighty reaſons for 


what I have done, that you will ſay, Sir, this is the Viſeſt 
journey that ever I made in my life. | 
Man. I think it ought to be, couſin; for I believe, you wil! 


find it the moſt expenſive one your election did not coſt you 


a trifle, I ſuppoſe. 


Sir Fr. Why ay! it's true | that—that did lick a little; but 
if a man's . wiſe, (and I han't fawn'd yet that I'm a fool) there | 


are ways, couſin, to lick one's ſelf whole again. 
Man. Nay, if you have that ſecret, —— | 
Sir Fr. Don't you be fearful, coyſiy—you'll find that I know 
mething. Man, 
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Man, If it be any thing for your good, I ſhould be glad to 


know it too, | 

Hir Fr, In ſhort then, I have a friend in a corner, that has 
let me a little into what's what at Weſtminſter that's one thing. 

Man. Very well, but what good is that to you? 

Sir Fr. Why not me, as much as it does other folks ? 

Man. Other people, I doubt, have the advantage of diffe- 
rent qualifications. 

Sir Fr. Why ay! there's it naw ! you'll fay that I have liv'd 
all my days i' th' country—what then—I'm o' th' Quorum—1 
have been at ſeſſions, and I have made ſpeeches there!] ay, and 
at a vellry too—and mayhap they may find here,—that I have 
brought up my tongue up to tawn with me! d'ye take me naw ? 

Man. If I take your caſe right, couſin, I am afraid the firſt 
occaſion you will have for your eloquence here, will be, to 
ſhe w that you have any right to make uſe of it at all. 

Sir Fr. How d'ye mean? | f 

Man, That Sir John Worthland has lodg'd a petition againſt 
you. 

"ir Fr, Petition ! why ay! there let it lye—we'll finda way 
to deal with that, I warrant you !—why you forgot, coulin, 
dir John's o' th' wrung fade, mon: a 

Man. I doubt, Sir Francis, that will do you but little ſervice; 

for in caſes very notorious (which I take yours to be) there is 


ſuch a thing as a ſhort day, and r eee them immediately. 
e 


Sir Fr. With all my heart! the ſooner I ſend him home again 
the better. | 

Man, And is this the ſcheme you have laid down, torepair 
your fortune? ; 

Hir Fr, In one word, couſin, I think it my duty ! the Wrong- 
heads have been a conſiderable family, ever ſince England was 
England; and ſince the world knows I have talents where- 
withal, they than't ſay it's my fault, if I don't make as good a 
teure as any that ever were at the head on't. 

Man, Nay, this project, as you have laid it, will come up 
to any thing your anceſtors have done theſe five hundred years. 

Sir Fr, Ia let me alone to work it; mayhap, I have not 
told you all neither. 5 

Man, You aſtonith me! what! and is it full as practicable as 
what you have told me ? | | ; 

Sir Fr. Ay, tho' I ſay it—every whit, couſin! you'll find 
that I have more irons i' th' fire than one! I doan't come of a 
fool's errand ! 

Man, Very well. | 

Sir Fr, In a word, my wife has got a friend at court, as well 
as myſelf, and her dowghter Jenny is naw pretty well grown up 

Man, (Afide.)—And what in the devil's name would he do 
wth the dowdy ? 


Sir Fr. © 
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Sir Fr, Naw, if I doan't lay in fora huſband for her, may- 
hap, i'this town, ſhe may be looking out for herſelf. 

Man, Not unlikely, | 

Sir Fr. Therefore I have ſome thoughts of getting her to be 
maid of honour, | | | | 

Man. ( Afide.) Oh, he has taken my breath away! but I muſt 
hear him out.—Pray, Sir Francis, do you think her education 
has yet qualified her for a court ? | | 7 

Sir Fr. Why, the girt is a little too mettleſome it's true, but 


ſhe has tongue enough : ſhe. woan't be daſht! then the ſhall 


learn to daunce forthwith, and that will ſoon teach her haw . 
to flond ſtill, you know, } | | 

Man. Very well; but when ſhe is thus accompliht, you 
muſt ſtill wait for a vacancy. 

Sir Fr, Why, I hope one has a good chance for that every 
day, couſin: forif I take it right, that's a poit that folks are 
not more willing to get into, than they are to get out of,—It's 
like an orange tree, upon that accownt—it will bear bloſſoms, | 
and fruit that's ready to drop, at the ſame time, 

Man, Well, Sir, you beſt know how to make good your 1 
pretenſions ! but pray where is my Lady, and my young 
couſins? I ſhould be glad to ſee them too. 

Sir Fr. She's but juſt taking a difh of tea with the count and 
my landlady— I'll call her down. 

Man, No, no, if ſne's engaged, I ſnhall call again. fa 

Sir Fr. Ods-heart! but you mun ſee her naw, couſin; what, 
the beſt friend I have in the world !—here, ſweet-heart, (to a | 
ſervant without) prithee deſire my Lady and the gentleman ( 
to come downa bit; tell her, here's couſin Manly come to wait WW juſ 


upon her. and 
Man, Pray, Sir, who may the gentleman be ? ; I 
Sir Fr, You mun know him to be ſure; why it's count Ballet. 1 
Man. Oh! is it he ?—your family will be infinitely happy '" E 
his acquaintance. | | 8 


Sir Fr, Troth, I think ſo too: he's the civiteſt man that ever hea 


I knew in my life—why, here he would go out of his own $ 


lodging, at an hour's warning, purely to oblige my family. L. 
Wasn't that kind, naw? 8 | creat 

Man. Extremely civil—the family is in admirable hands a 5: 
ready ! | dun, 


Sir Fr. Then my Lady likes him hugely—all the time 01 
York races, ſhe would never be withaut him, 

Man, T hat was happy, indeed! and a prudent man, you know 
ſhould always take care that his wife may have innocent company 

Sir Fr. Why ay, that's it! and I think there would not be 
fuch another ! eq | 

Man, Why truly, for her purpoſe, I think not. | 

Sir Fr, Only nawand then, he—he ſtonds a little too mut 
upon ceremony ; that's his fault, | es 
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Man, O never fear, he'll mend ever day—mercy on us ! what 
a head he has! 

Sir Fr. So, here they come. 

Enter Lady Wronghead, Count Baſſet, and Mrs. Motherly. 

La. Wrong. Couſin Manly! this is infinitely obliging : I am 
extremely glad to ſee you. 


Man. Your moſt obedient ſervant, Madam; I am glad to 


ſee your Ladyſhip look ſo well, after your journey. 
La. Wrong. Why! really coming to London is apt to put 


2 little more life in one's looks. 


Man, Yet the way of living here, 1s very apt todeaden the 
complexion—and give me leave to tell you, as a friend, Ma- 
dam, you are come to the worſt place in the world for a good 
woman to grow better in. | | 

La. Wrong. Lord, couſin! how ſhould.people ever make any 
figure in life, that are always moap'd up in the country 

C. Baſ. Your Ladyſhip certainly takes the thing in a right 
light, Madam. Mr. Manly, your humble fervant—a-hem,. 

Man. Familiar puppy. [Aſide.] Sir, your moſt obedient—L 
muſt be civil to the raſcal, to cover my ſuſpicion of him, [ Aſile. 

C. Baſ. Was you at White's this morning, Sir? 

Man, Yes, ir, 1 quit cal in. | 
C. Baſ. Pray—what—was there any thing done there? 

Man, Much as uſual, Sir, the ſame daily carcaſſes, and the 
ſame crows about them. | 

C. Baſ. TheDemoivre baronet had a bloody tumble, yeſterday. 

Man. I hope, Sir, you had your ſhare of him? 

C. Baſ. No faith! I came when it was all over—I think I 
juſt made a couple of betts with him, took up a cool hundred, 
and ſo went to the King's-Arms. _ 

La. Wrong. What a genteel eaſy manner he has! *'[Afide, 


Man. A very hopeful acquaintance I have made here. [ Afiae. 


Enter Squire Richard with a wet brown paper on his face, 

Sir Fr. How naw, Diek! What's the matter with thy fore- 
head, lad ? - 

Ju. Rich. I ha' getten a knuck upon't. 1 

La. Vong. And how did- you come by it, you heedleſs 
cleature? | 

Hu. Rich. Why I was but running after ſiſter, and tother 
10ung woman, into a little room juſt naw: And ſo with that 
ey flupt the door full in my face, and gave me ſuch a whurr 
tere—T thought they had beaten my brains out! ſo I got a 
ab of wet brown paper here, to ſwage it a while. | 

La. Wrong. They ſerv'd you right enough! will you never 
lave done with your horſe-play ? 

Sir Fr, Pooh! never heed it, lad! it will be well by to- 
norrowW— the boy has a ſtrong head 


Man, Yes truly, his ſkull ſeems to be of a comfortable 
tickneſs. [A/ide.] Sir Fr. 
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Sir Fr. Come, Dick, here's couſin Manly——Sir, this i 
your god-ſon. | 7 
La. Wrong. Oh here's my daughter too. 
13 Enter Miſs Jenny. | 

oy Rich, Honour'd gudfeyther! I crave leave to aſk your 
bleſſing. | 

— Thou haſt it, child and if it will do thee any good, 
may it be to make thee, at leaſt, as wiſe a man as thy father. 
La. Vrong. Miſs Jenny! don't you fee your couſin, child? 

Man, And for thee, my pretty dear—fSalutes her.] may'ſt 
thou be, at leaſt, as good a woman as thy mother, 

Fen. I wiſh I may ever be ſo handſome, Sir. 

Man. Hah! Miſs Pert! Now that's a thought, that ſeems to 
have been hatcht in the girl on this ſide Highgate. [ Afi: 

Sir Fr. Her tongue is a little nimble, Sir, 

La. Wrong, That's only from her country education, Sir 
Francis. You know ſhe has been kept too long there —ſo 1 
brought her to London, Sir, to learn a little more reſerve and 
modeſty. 7 

Man. O, the beſt place in the world for it—every woman 
ſhe meets will teach her ſomething of it—There's the good gen- 
tlewoman of the houſe, looks like a knowing perſon ; even ſhe 
perhaps will be ſo good as to ſhew her a little London behaviour, 

Moth. Alas, Sir, Miſs won't ſtand long in need of my in- 
ſtructions. © | . 

Man. That I dare ſay: What thou canſt teach her, ſhe 
will ſoon be miſtreſs of. | | 

Moth. If ſhe does, Sir, they ſhall always be at her ſervice. 

La. Wrong, Very obliging, indeed, Mrs, Motherly. 

Sir Fr, Very kind and civil truly—I think we are got into 
a mighty good hawſe here. | 

Man. O yes, and very friendly company. | 

C. Baſ. Humph, I'gad, I don't like his looks—he ſeems 2 
little ſmoaky—1I believe I had as goad- bruſh off—if I-ſtay, 1 
don't know but he may aſk me ſome odd queſtions. [ Aft. 

Man, Well, Sir, I believe you and Ido but hinder the family— 
C. Baſ. It's very true, Sir—lI was juſt thinking of going— 
he don't care to leave me, I ſee: But it's no matter, we have 
time enough. [ Aſide.] And fo, ladies, without ceremony, you 
humble ſervant. [Ex. Count Baſſet, and drops a letter 

La. Wrong. Ha! whatpaper's this? Some billet-doux, I'll1a 
my life; but this is no place to examine it. [Puts it into her pocket 

Sir Fr, Why in ſuch haſte, couſin ? | 

Man. Ol my Lady muſt have a great many affairs upon he 
hands, after ſuch a journey. 

La. Wrong. I believe, Sir, I ſhall not have much leſs ever 


Man, Why truly, ladies ſeldom want employment here 
Madam, | | Fenn 
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Jenny. And Mamma did not come to it to be idle, Sir. 

Man. Nor you neither, I dare ſay, my young miſtreſs. 
Fenny. I hope not, Sir. A, 

Man. Hah! Miſs Mettle—Where are you going, Sir? 

Sir Fr. Only to ſee you to th” door, Sir. 
"Man, Oh! Sir Francis, I love to come and go, without 
caremany.. TE oe rr or one Co OO, 

Sir Fr. Nay, Sir, I wuſt do as you will have me—Your 
Hüte fer an,, er ne TREES. 

Jenny. This couſin Manly, papa, ſeems to be but of an odd 
ſort of cruſty, humour don t like him half ſo well as the Count. 
Sir Fr. Pooh! that's another thing, child - Coufin is a little 
proud, indeed ; But however, you muſt always be civil to 
him, for he has à deal of money; and nobody knows who he 
may give it to. 3 rr Og 

La. Wrong, Pſhat Fig for his money; you have ſo many 
projects of late about money, ſince you are a Parliament-man: 
What! muſt we make ourſelves ſlaves to his impertinent hu- 
mours, eight or ten years, perhaps, in hopes to be his heirs ? 
and then he will be juſt old enguen to marry his maid. 


Moth” Nay, for init matter, 

going to be married already. 
Sir Er. Who? coufin Manly ? 
La. Wrong. Lo whom, pray? 
Moth, Why, is it polhible ypur Lady! 

i. If ting of it ?—to my Lord" Towaly's filler, 
La. Vong. Lady Grace | 

. Moth, Dear Madam, it has been in the news- papers! 

ce. La. Vrong. I don't like that neitner. | | 

no Sir E. Naw, I do,; for then it's likely It mayn't be true. 

” Ta. Wrong.” ( Aſſae ] If it is not too far gone; at leaſt it 
u be worth one's while to throw a rub in his way. 

Vu. Rich, Pray, feyther, how lung will it be to fupper ? 


= 
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of 


dy Grace. 


” Sir Fr. Odſo, that's true?! ſtep to the | cook, lad, andaſk - 


if Mr vhat ſhe can get us? 


ler where you may have any thing you have a mind to. 
Sir Er. Thank you kindly, Mrs. Motherly. 


u gooſe poy left. 


little o'th' ſtrung beer that came i' th coach with us if there 
r, TH 30 5 
9g. Rich. With a little nutmeg and ſugar, ſhawn't I, feyther ? 
vir Fr, Ay, ay! asthee and I always drink it for breakfaſt 
go thy ways—and I'll fill a pipe i'th' mean while, 


lakes one from a Pocket-Caſe, and fills if, (Exit i jack Rich. 


adam, the town ſays he is 


ur Ladyſhip Thould know no- 


Moth! If you pleaſe, Sir, ll order one of my maids to ſhew | 
Sp Rich. Ods fleſh! what is not it 'th* hawſe yet ?—T ſhall | 
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La. Wrong. This boy is always thinking of his belly. 
Sir Fr. Why, my dear, you may allow him to Loa lde 


Hungry after his j journey. 


La. Wrong. Nay, ev'n breed him your own way—he has 
been cramming in or out of the coach all this day, I am ſure— 
] with my poor girl could eat a quarter as much. 

Jenny. O for that I could eat a great deal more, Mam- 


ma; but then, mayhap, I ſhould ę grow coarſe, Ike him, and 


ſpoil my ſhape. 

La. Wrong. Ay, fo thou wouldſt, my dear. 

| Enter Squire Richard with a full Tankard. 

Sqe. Rich. Here, feyther, I ha' brought it —it's well J went 
as I did; for our Doll had juſt bak'd a toaſt, and was going to 


drink it herſelf, 


Sir Fr. Why, then here's to thee, Dick. {Drinks 
S9u, Rich. Thonk yow, feyther. FP 
La. Vrong. Lord, Sir Francis! I wonder you can encourage 
the boy to ſwill ſo much of that lubberly Laborit s enough to 
make him quite ſtupid. 
Vie. Rich. Why it never hurts me, mother; and, I ſleep like 
2 Hawnd after it. [Drinks, 
Sir Fr. I am ſure Tha'drunk it theſe thirty years, and by your 
leave, Madam, I don't know that I want wit; Ha ha ! 
enny. But you might have had a greg deal more, , 
if 7 en have ku govern d by 295 Wenner. PAIN: 
Sir Fr, Daughter! he that is govern'd by his wife, has no 
wit at all. 
Jenny. Then Thope I ſhall marry a fool, Sir, for love to 
govern dearly, 
Sir Fr, You are too pert, child; 2 it don t do well 3 in a young 
woman. 
La. Wrong. Pray, Sir Francis, don't ſnub her; the has a fine 
growing ſpirit, and if you check her fo, you will make her as 


dull as her brother there. 


x Rich. (After a long draught.) Indeed, mother, I think 


my lifter is too forward. 
Jenny. You l you think I'm too forward! ſure ! brother mud 


your head's too heavy to think of any thing but your belly. 

La, Wrong. Well ſaid, Miſs ; he's none of your maſter ; 
tho he is your elder brother. 

Hi. Rich. No, nor ſhe ſhawn't be my miſtreſs, while the' 
younger fiſter! 

Sir Fr. Well ſaid, Dick! ſhew? em that ſtawt liquor makes 

a Uawt heart, lad. 

ia. Kich, So I will: £45 ru drink ageen, for all her![Drinks. 

Enter John Moody. | 

Sir Fr. 807 John ! how are the horſes ? 

J. Mood. Truth, Sir, I ha” noa good opinion ofthis tawn, it's 
made up o miſchief, think! Sir Fr. 
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Sir Fr. What's the matter naw ? 


F. Mood. Why I'ſt tell your worſhip—before we were got- 


ten to th” ſtreet end, with the coach, here, a great lugger- 


headed cart, with wheels as thick as a brick wall, laid hawl'd 


on't, and has poo'd it aw to bits; crack! went the perch, down 
goes the coach, and whang ſays the glaſſes, all to ſhivers, 
mercy upon us! and this be London, wou'd we were all well 
1th' country ageen. | 

Jenny. What have you to do, to wiſh us all in the country 
again, Mr. Lubber? I hope we ſhall not go into the country 
again theſe ſeven years, mamma, let twenty coaches be pull'd 
to pieces. = | 

Sir Fr. Hold your tongue, Jenny, was Roger in no fault, 
in all this? | 

J. Moc. Noa, Sir, nor I noather—are not yow aſham'd, 
fays Roger, to the carter, to do ſuch an unkind thing by ſtran- 
gers? noa, ſays be, you bumkin. Sir, he did the thing on 
very purpoſe! and ſo the folks ſaid that ſtood by—very well, 
fays Roger, you ſhall ſee what our meyſter will ſay to ye! 
your meyſter? ſays he; your meyſter may kiſs my—and ſo he 
clapt his hands juſt there, an like your worſhip, Fleſh} I 
thought they had better breeding in this tawn. 

Sir Fr, T'll teach this raſcal ſome I warrant him! ods-bud ; 
if I take him in hand, I'Il play the devil with him. 

Su. Rich. Ay do, feyther, have him before the parliament. 

Sir Fr, Ods-bud ! and ſo I will—I will make him know whe 
Iam! where does he live? | 

F. Mood, I believe, in London, Sir. 

Sir Fr. What's the raſcal's name 

. Mocd, I think I heard ſomebody call tim Dick, 

que. Rich. What, my name Ty | | 

Sir Fr, Where did he go? 

F. Mocd, Sir, he went home. | 

Sir Fr. Where's that? | 5 

F. Mood, By my troth, Sir, I doan't know: T heard him ſay 


he would eroſs the ſame ſtreet again to-morrow: and it we had 
a mind to ſtand in his way he wou'd pool us over and over again. 


Sir Fr, Will he ſo! odszooks, get me a conſtable. 

La. Wrong, Pooh! get, you a good ſupper. Come, Sir 
Francis, don't put yourſelf in a heat for what can't be helpt. 
Accidents will happen to people that travel abroad to fee the 
world for my part, I think it's a mercy it was not over-turn'd.. 
before we were all out on't. T | 

Sir Fr. Why, ay, that's true again, my dear. | 

La. Wrong. Therefore ſee to-morrow if we can buy one at 
ſecond-hand, for preſent uſe; ſo beſpeak a new. one, and then. 


all's eaſy. | | 
; D 2 CCT 
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FJ. Mood. Why troth, Sir, I doan't think this could have held 


you above a day longer, | 
Sir Fr. D'ye think ſo, John: | 
F. Mood, Why, you ha' had it even ſen' your worſkip 
were high-ſherift. | 
Sir Fr, Why then, go and ſee what Doll has got us for ſup- 
per—and come and get off my boots. Exit Sir Fr. 
La. Wrong. In the mean time, Miſs, do you ſtep to Handy, 
and bid her get me ſome ireth night-cloatks. (Exit La, Wrong. 
Fenny. Yes, mamma, and ſome for myſelf too, [Exit Jenny, 
Se. Rich, Odsfleſh, and what mun Ido all alone? 
P'll een ſeek out where t'other pratty Miſs is, 
And ſhe and I'Il go play at cards for kiſſes. _ Exit. 
. , 0 


E%% «» ͤœ—VP LIL 
S CE N E, Lord Townly's Houſe. 


Enter Lord Townly, a Servant attending, 
L. Town. HO's there? | | 
Serw. My Lord! | | 
L. Tcwrn. Bid them get dinner—Lady Grace, your ſervant. 
| 33 8 
La. Grace, What, is the houſe up already? my Lady is not 
r 8 | | 
L. Town, No matter—it's three o'clock—ſhe may break my 
reſt, but ſhe ſhall not alter my hours, N 
La. Grace, Nay, you need not fear that now, for ſhe dines 
abroad. | | : 
L. Town, 'T hat, I ſuppoſe, is only an excuſe for her not be- 
ing ready yet. | | 555 | 
La. Grace, No, upon my word, ſhe is engag'd to company. 
L. Town, Where, 'pray ? | 5 | 
La. Grace. At my Lady Revel's ; and you know they never 
dine 'till ſupper- time. | $2 on 2. 
L. Town, No truly—ſhe is one of thoſe orderly Ladies, who 
never let the ſun ſhine upon any of their vices !—but pry'thee, 
ſiſter, what humour is ſhe in to-day, | | 
La. Grace. Ol in tip- top ſpirits, I can aſſure you—ſhe won 
a good deal, laſt night. . . 
1. Town. I know no difference between her winning or 
loſing, while ſhe continues her courſe of life. | 
La. Grace. However ſhe is better in good humour, than bad. 
L. Town, Much alike. When ſhe is in good humour, other I. © 
people only are the better for it: when in a very ill humour, ud 
then, indeed, I ſeldom fail to have my ſnhare of her. Lo 
La. Grace, Well, we won't talk of that now—does any body I, 
. . 


L. Town. 


won 


8 OT 


bad. 
other 
mour, 
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Town. 
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7 Bk Town. Manly promis'd me—by. the way, Madam, what 
do you' think of his laſt converſation? 


La. Grace, —I am alittle at a ſtand about it. 
L. Town, How ſo? | 


La. Grace. Why—I don't know how he can ever have any 


thoughts of me, that could lay down ſuch ſevere rules upon 
wives, in my hearing. „„ | 
IL. Town, Did you think his rules unreaſonable ?” 

La. Grace..:I.can't ſay, I did: but he might have had a lit-- 
tle more complaiſance before me, atleaſt, | 

L. Town, Complaiſance is only a proof of good breeding: 
but his plainneſs was a certain proof of his honeity ; nay of his 
good. opinion of you: for he would never have open'd himſelf 
lo freely, but in confidence that your good ſenſe could not be. 
difoblig'd at it. | . 

La. Grace, My good opinion of him, brother, has hitherto 


been guided by yours: but I have received a letter this morning, 


that ſhews him a very different man from what I thought him 
L. Town, A letter i from whom ? Rs | 
La. Grace. 'Fhat I don't know, but there it is. (Gives a Letter. 
L. Town. Pray let's ſee. 3 „ 
* The inclos'd, Madam, fell accidentally into my hands; 


if it no way concerns you, you will only have the trouble 


* of reading this, from your ſincere friend and humble ſer- 

i vant, unknown, Ec. | | 

La Grace. And this was the inclos'd.  [Grves another, 
L. Toaun. (Reads.) To Charles Manly, Eſq; 

+ Your manner of living with me of late, convinces me, that 

'-F now grow as painful to you as to myſelf : but however, 

though you can, love me no longer, I hope you will not 
let me live worſe than I did before I left an honeſt income, 

for the vain hopes of being ever your s. Myrtilla Dupe.. 

P. S. Tis above four months ſince I received a ſhilling from 

on.. 

L. 3 What think you now ? 

. Town. I am conſidering 

La. Grace, You ſee it is directed to him = 

L. Town, That's true! but the poſtſcript ſeems to be a re- 
proach, that I think he is not capable. of deſerving. 

La. Grace. But who would have concern enough, to ſend it 
C ! e . 

L. Town, I have obſerved that theſe fort of letters from un- 
no wn friends, generally come from ſecret enemies. 

La. Grace. What would. you have me do in it? 

L. Town, What I think you ought to do— fairly ſlie w it him, 
td fay- I advis'd you to- itt. | | 

La. Grace, Will not that have a very odd look; from me? 

L Town, Not at all if you'ufe my name in it; If he is inno- 
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cent, his impatience to appear ſo, will diſcover his regard to 
you: if her is guilty, it will be you beſt way pf preventing his 


addreſſes. 

La. Grace. But what pretence have I to put him out of coun- 
tenance ? 

L. Town. I can't think there's any fear of that. 

La. Grace. Pray what 1s't you do think tien 

L. Town. Why certainly, that it's much more probable, thi 
letter may be all an artifice, than that he 1 is in the leaſt con- 
cern'd in it. | oy | 


„ Servant. 

Serv, Mr. Mats, my Lord. 

L. Town, Do you receive him; while I ſtep a eto i. in to 
my Lady. | (Exit L. Town, 

Erifer Manly. 

Man. Madam p your t moſt obedient; they told me, my Lord 
was here. : 

L. Grace. He will be here preſently : he is but ME] e in 
to my ſiſter. 

Man. So, then my Lady dihes Witli us. we 

La. Grace. No; ihe is engag'd. E 

Man. I hope Jou are not of her party, Madam. i : 1 

La. Grace. Not till after dinner. | 

Man. And pray how may ſhe have difpos'd of the reſt of the day! ? 

La. Grace. Much as uſual ! ſhe has viſits till about eight ; 
after that, till court-time, ſhe is to be at quadritle, at Mis. 
Idle's: after the dra wing- room, ſhe takes a ſhort ſupper with 
my Lady Moon-light. And from thence, they. got together to 
my Lord Noble's aſſembly. 25 

Man. And are you to do all this with hes” Madam 2 1 Ll 

La. Grace. Only a. few of the Viſits: I would indeed haye 
drawn her to the play; but I doubt we have ſo much upon our 
hands, that "twill not be practicable. | 

Man, But how can you torbear all the reſt of, it? 

La. Grace. There's no great merit in eee, what one 
is not charm'd with. 


Man. And 155 EL 1 70 found 17 12 ae In, my en 


48. 


I was at her With em. f 
La. Grace, What induc'd you then, to be with chem, 
Man. Idleneſs, and the faſhion, | Ss, ry 
La. Grace. No miſtreſſes in the caſe? .. 
Man. To ſpeak hoßelffy being often i in Ve border 
there was no forbearing the bawbles. 
La. Grace. And of courſe, 1 ſuppoſe, ſometimes you were 
tempted to pay for them, twice as much as they were 3 
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Man, Why really where fancy only makes the choice, Ma- 
dam, no wonder if we are generally bubbled, in thoſe ſort of 
bargains; which I confeſs. has been often my caſe : for I had 
conſtantly ſome coquet, or other, upon my hands, whom I 
could love perhaps juſt enough, to put it in her power to 
plague me. | 

La. Gr. And that's a power, I doubt, 8 made uſe of. 

Man. The amours of a coquet, Madam, ſeldom have any 


other view: I look upon them, and prudes, to be nuiſances, 
juſt alike; tho” they ſeem very different: the firſt are always 


11 8 the men; and the other are abuſing the women. 
La. Grace. And yet both of them do it for the fame vain 
ends; to eſtabliſh a falſe character of being virtuous. 

Man, Of being chaſte, they mean : for they know no other 
virtue ; and, upon the credit of that, they traffick in every 
thin elſe, that's vicious : they (even againit nature) keep their 
chaſtity, only becauſe they find, they have more power to do 
miſchief with It, than they could poſſibly put in practice with- 
out it, 

La. Grace: Hold! Mr. Manly: I am afraid this ſevere 
opinion of the ſex, is owing to the ill choice you have mage 
of your miſtreſſes. 

Man, In a great meaſure, it maybe fo: but, Madam, if both 
theſe characters are ſo odious; how vaſtly valuable is that 
woman who has attain'd all they aim at, without the aid of 
the folly, or vice of either? 

La. Grace. I believe thoſe ſort of women to be as ſcarce, 
Sir, as the men, that believe there are any ſuch, or that al- 
low ſuch have virtue enough to deſerve them. 

Man. That could deſerve, them they——had been a more 
favoutable refleion. 


La. Grace. Nay, I ſpeak only from my little experience : ' 


for (I'll be free with you, Mr. Manly) I don't know a man, 
in the world, that, in appearance, might better pretend to a 
woman of the firſt merit, than yourſelf: and yet I have a 
reaſon, in my hand, here, to think you have your failings. 
Nan. T habe infinite; Madam; bh 'D 5 am ſure, the want of 
af implicit reſpe& for you, is not amo the number——pra 
what Þ in your band, Walz + a £ 
a. Grace. Nay, Sir, I have no title to it, for the direction 
de fo. (oi ves him a Letter.” 
Man. LO me! T doh'tr remember the hand [Reads t himſelf. 
La. Grace, I can't perceive any change of guilt in him! and 
his ſurprize ſeems natural. (Aſde.— Give me leave to tell you 
one thing by the way, Mr. Manly; that I ſhould never have 
ſhewn Yo this, but that t my brother enjoin d me to it., + 
| take that to proceed from my Lord's good opinion 
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La. Grace. I hope, at leaſt, it will ſtand an excuſe. for my 
taking this liberty. _ 5 | | 

Man. I never yet ſaw you do any thing, Madam, that wan. 

ted an excuſe; and, I hope, you will not give me an inſtance 


to the contrary, by refuſing the favour I am going to aſk you. 
La. Grace. I don't believe I ſhall refuſe any, that you think 


proper to aſk, | : | 
an. Only this, Madam, to indulge me ſo far, as to let me 
know, how this letter came into your hands? 
La. Grace. Incloſed to me in this, without a name. 


Man. If there be no ſecret in the contents, Madam 
La. Grace, Why—there is an impertinent inſinuation in 
it; but as I know your good ſenſe will think it fo too, I will 


venture to truſt you, | 
Man, You oblige me, Madam. 2? 
[He takes the other Letter, and reads, 
La. Grace. [A/ide.] Now. am I in the oddeſt ſituation ! me- 


thinks our converſation grows. terribly critical! this muſt pro- 


duce ſomething :—O lud! would it were over! 


Mas. Nau, Madam, I begin to have ſome Iight into the 


poor. project that is at the bottom of all this. 4, 4 
La. Grace. I have no notion of what could be propos'd by it. 
Man. A little patience, Madam,—firſt, as to the inſinuati- 

on you. mention | : „ | 
La. Grace. O! what is he going to ſay now! [ Aſat. 
Man. Tho' my intimacy with my Lord may have allow'd my 

viſits to have been very frequent here, of late: yet, in ſuch 

a talking town, as this, you muſt not wonder, if a great many 

of thoſe viſits are placed to your account; and this taken for 

granted, I ſuppoſe has been told to my Lady Wronghead, as 

a piece of news, ſince her arrival, not improbably without 

many more imaginary circumſtan ces. 
La. Grace. My. Lady Wronghead! . 
Man. Ay, Madam, for I am poſitive this is her hand! 
La. Grace. What view could ſhe have in writing, it? | 
Man. To interrupt any treaty of marriage, ſhe may. have. 

heard I am engag d in: becauſe if I die without heirs, her 
family expects that ſome part of my eſtate may return to them 
again, But, I hope, ſhe is ſo far miſtaken, that if this letter 
has given you the leaſt uneaſineſs, — I ſhall, think that the 

LT Women or ay ne. oe TO 

La. Grace, That does not. carry your. uſual, complaiſance, 

Mr. Manly! | 5 


of my innocence. | by . 
La. Grace. I am ſure, Thave no right to enquire into it. 
Man, Suppoſe you may not, Madam; yet you may very 
innocently have ſo much curiofity,” © 1 
CLI, i | 7 F La, Grace. 


Man. Yes, Madam, becauſe I am ſure I can convince you 


ter 
he 


ou a 


ery 


ace. 
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La. Grace. With what an artful gentleneſs he ſteals into my 
opinion! [ Aſide.] Well, Sir, I won't pretend to have ſo little 


of the woman, in me, as to want curioſity- but pray, do you 


ſuppoſe then, this Myrtilla is a real, or fictitious name? : 

Man. Now I recollect, Madam, there is a young woman 
in the houſe where my Lady Wronghead lodges, that I heard 
fome body call Myrtilla : this let er may be written by her 
but how it came directed to me I confeſs is a myſtery; that 
before I ever preſume to ſee your Ladyſhip again, I think my=- 
ſelf obliged in honour to find out. | ([ [Going, 

La. Grace, Mr, Manly— you are not going ? | 

Man. ”Tis but to the next ſtreet, Madam ; I ſhall be back 
in ten minutes, 8 

La. Grace. Nay ! but dinner's juſt coming up. 

Man, Madam, I can neither eat, norreit, *till I ſee an end 
of this affair! 

La. Grace, But this is ſo odd! why ſhould any filly curioſi- 
ty.of mine drive you away ? | 

Man. Since you won't ſuffer it to be yours, Madam; then it 
ſhall be only to ſatisfy my own curioſity | [Exit Manly, 

La. Grace, Well—and now, what am I to think of all this? 
Or, ſuppoſe an indifferent perſon had heard every word we 
have ſaid to one another, what would they have thought on't ? 
would it have been very abſurd to conclude, he is ſeriouſly 
inclin'd to paſs the reſt of his life with me?—TI hope not—for 
Lam ſure, the caſe is terribly clear on my fide! and why may 
not I, without vanity, ſuppole my—unaccountable ſomewhat— 
has done as much execution upon him? —why—becauſe he 
never told me ſo—nay, he has not ſo much as mention'd the 
word love, or ever ſaid one civil thing to my perſon—well but 
he has ſaid a thouſand to my good opinion, and has certainly 
got it—had he ſpoke firſt to my perſon, he had paid a very ill 
compliment to my underſtanding—I ſhould have thought him 
impertinent, and never have troubled my head about him, but 
as he has managed the matter, at leaſt I am ſure of one thing: 
that let his thoughts be what they will, I ſhall never trouble 
my head about any other man, as long as I live, 

FD Enter Mrs. Truſty. | | 

Well, Mrs, Truſty, is my ſiſter dreſs'd yet? - 
 Trufly, Yes, Madam; but my Lord has been courting her 
o, I think, till they are both out of humour, | 

La. Grace. How o ? 5 | 

Trufly. Why, it began, Madam, with his Lordſhip's de- 
iring her Ladyſhip to Hue at home to-day—upon. which my 
Lady ſaid ſhe could not be ready; upon that, my Lord or- 
der d them to ſtay the dinner, and then my Lady order'd the 
coach; then my Lord took her ſhort, and ſaid, he had order'd 
be coachman to ſet up: then my Lady made him a great 
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court'ſy, and ſaid, ſhewould wait till his Lordſhip's horſes 
had din'd, and was mighty pleaſant :, but for fear of the worſt 
Madam, ſhe whiſper'd me—to get her chair ready. Exit Truſty. 

La. Grace. Oh! here they come; and, by their looks, ſeems 

a little unfit for company. E [Exit La, Grace, 
Enter La. Cownly, IL. Townly following. 

La. Town, Welll look yon, my Lord; I can bear it no 
longer | nothing ſtill but about my faults; my faults! an a- 
greeable ſubject truly ! 

L. Town. Why, Madam, if you won't hear of them, how 
can I ever hope to ſee you mend them? 

La. Town, Why, I don't intend to mend them—I can't 
mend them—you know I have try'd to doit an hundred times, 
and — t hurts me ſo—I can't bear it! 

L. Town, And 1, Madam, can't bear this daily licentious 
abuſe of your time and character. 5 

La Town, Abuſe! aſtoniſhing! when the univerſe knows! 
am never better company, than when I am doing what I have 


that ſilly fpirit of contradiction —why but lay Thurſday now— 
there you wiſely mended one of my faults, as you call them— 
you inſiſted upon my not going to the maſquerade—and. pray, 
what was the conſequence ? was not I as croſs as the devil, all 
the night after? was not I forc'd to get company at home? and 
was it not almoſt three o'clock in the morning, before I was 
able to come to myſelf again? and then the fault is not mend- 
ed neither—for next time, I ſhall only have twice the inclina- 
tion to go: ſo that all this mend ing, and mending, you ſee, is 
but darning an old ruffle, to make it worſe than it was before. 

L. Town, Well, the manner of Women's living of late 1 
inſupportable: and one way or other 


La. Town. It's tobe mended, I ſuppoſe; why ſo it may; 
but then, my dear Lord, you muſt give one time—and when 
things are at worſt, you know, they may mend themſelves, 

L. Town, Madam, I am not in a humour, now, to trifle, | 

La. Town, Why then, my Lord, one word of fair argu- 
ment—to talk with you, your own way now—you. complain of 
wy late hours, and I of your early ones—ſo far are we even, 
you'll allow—but pray which gives us the beſt figure, in the 
eye of the polite world? my active, ſpirited three in the morn- 
ing, or your dull, drowſy eleven at night? now, I think, one 
has the air of a woman of quality, and t'ather of a plodding 
mechanick, that goes to 'bed betimes, that he may riſe early, 
to open his ſhop —faugh ! 5 1 
L. Town, Fy, fy, Madam! is this your way of reaſoning 
'tis time to wake you then tis not your ill hours alone 
that diſturb me, but as often the ill company, that occaſio 
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La, Town, Sure I don't underſtand you now, my Lord; 
what ill company do I keep? E | TY 

L. Town, Why, at beſt, women that loſe their money, and 
men that win it! or, perhaps, men that are voluntary bubbles 
at one game, in hopes a Lady will give them fair play at ano- 
ther. Then that unavoidable mixture with known rakes, con- 
ceal'd thieves, and ſharpers in embroidery—or what, to me, 
is ſtill more Thocking, that herd of familiar, chattering, crop- 
ear'd coxcombs, who are ſo often like monkeys, there,would be 
no knowing them aſunder, but that their tails hang from their 
head, and the monkey's grows where it ſhould do. LIM: 

La. Town, And a huſband muſt give eminent proof of his 
ſenſe, that thinks their powder-puffs dangerous. 1 

L. Town, Their being fools, Madam, is not always the 
huſband's Tecurity : or if it were, fortune ſometimes, gives thera 
advantages might make a thinking woman tremble. 

La. Town, What do you mean ? . 

L. Town, That women, ſometimes, loſe more than they are 
able to pay; and if a creditor be a little preſſing, the Lady 
may be reduc'd, to try if inſtead of gold, the gentleman will 
accept of a trinke. | 

La. Town, My Lord, you grow ſcurrilous ; you'll make me 
hate you, T'Il have you to know, I keep company with the 
oO people in town, and the aſſemblies I frequent are full 
of ſuch. = | | 

L. Town, So are the churches—now and then. 


La. Town, My friends frequent them too, as well as the aſ- 


ſemblies. N : 
L. Town, Yes, and would do it oftner, if a groom of the 
chambers there, were allow'd to furniſh cards to the company. 
La. Town, I ſee what you drive at all this while: you would 
lay an imputation on my fame, to cover your own avarice! I 
540 take any pleaſures, I find, that were not expenſive. 

„ Town, Have a care, Madam; don't let me think you 
only value your chaſtity, to make me reproachable for not 
Indulging you in every thing elſe, that's vicious—I, Madam, 
dave a reputation too, to guard, that's dear to me, as yours— 

e follies of an ungovern'd wife may make the wiſeſt man 
meaſy ; but tis his own fault, if ever they make him con- 
CCCP e 

La. Town, My Lord you would make a woman mad ! 
L. Town, You'd make a man a fool. | 5 
La. Town, If heav'n hath made you otherwiſe, that won't be 
1 my power. L ; ; | 
L. Town, Whatever may. be in your inclination, Madam ; 
| prevent your. making me a beggar, at leaſt. Y 
La. Town, A beggar! Craſus! I'm out of patience! I 
ont come home "ill four to morrow morning, K * | 
4 : « £0Wh, 
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L Town. That may be, Madam s, but ,I'll order the door 
to be lock'd at twelve. 
L. Town, Then I won't come home till to- by night. 
1 Town, Then, Madam—you ſhall never come home again, 
[Exit L. Town. 
La. Town. What does he MV I never heard ſuch a word 
from him in my life before! the man always us'd to have 
manners, in his worſt humours! there's ſomething, that I don't 
ſee, at the bottom of all this—but his head's .always upon ſome 


impracticable ſcheme or. other, ſo. J won't, e mine 501 | 


Mr. anly, your Servant. 


longer 8285 him. 


Enter lanly. 885 


Man. I ak pardon” for my intruſion, 771 but 1 hope 


14 


my buſineſs with my Lord will excuſe it. 
La. Town. I believe you'll find him in the next room, Sir. 
Man, Will you give me leave, Madam? 

La. Town. Sir you have my leave tho' you were a Lady, 

Man. (4 ac. 4 What a well bred age do we live in? 

Sy Gr Manly, 
27 Lach Grace. . 

1 Þ Town. O! my dear Lady Grace! how could WL leare 
me ſo unmercifully alone, all this while? 

La. Grace, I thought my Lord had been with vou. | 

La. Town. Why, yes and 3 1 wanted your relief; 
for he has been in ſuch a fluſter here N 

La. Grace. Bleſs me, for what? 

La. Town. Only our uſual breakfaſt; we have each of us 
had our diſh of matrimonial comfort, this morning ! we have 
been charming company! : 

La. Grace. I am mighty glad 'of it; «fu e * it "muff be 4 vaſt 
happineſs, when a man 1877 wife can give e * 
ſame turn of converſation! 1 . 

La. Town...O, the prettieſt. thing ; the World!, 1 

La. Grace. Now ould be affaid, 
are every day together ſo, wen, muſt often be in want of ſome- 
thing to talk upon. 

La. Town. O my dear, 5 are the moſt miſtaken in the 
world, married; people have things fo talk K. Gf, child, that gt 

rd an 
I now, we have not been married above two ſhort years, "you 
know, and we have already eight or ten things.conſtantly in 
bank, that whenever we want company wel can take up any | 
one of them for two hours together, and the, ſub ject never the 
flatter: nay, if we have occaſion for it, it will be as freſli 
next day too, as it was the firſt hour it entertain'd.us. 

La. Grace. Certainly, that mult be vaſtly pretty !' 

La. Town,,O, there's no life like it: why tother. day, for 


example, when you din'd abroad; my Lord and I, aſs 
pre 


that Where 5 he 
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. WH pretty chearful tete à tete meal, fat us down by the fire-ſide, 


in an eaſy, indolent, pick-tooth way, for about a quarter 


of an hour, as if we had not —_— of one another's being 
} 


7 in the room—at laſt ſtretching himſelf, and yawning—my dear, 
f ſays he—aw—you came home very late, laſt —_— 
q but juſt turn'd of two, ſays I—I was abed—aw—by eleven, 
e ſays he; ſo you are every night, ſays I— well, ſays he, I am 
bt amaz d you can fit up ſo late how can you be amaz d, ſays 
\e I, at a thing that happens ſo often ?—upon which we enter d 
iy W into a converfation—and tho' this is a point has entertain'd us 


above fifty times already, we always find ſo many pretty new 
| things to ſay upon it, that I believe, in my foul, it will laſt 
pe as long as we live! 0 | 
4 La. Grace. But pray, in ſuch fort of family dialogues (tho 
Ir, extremely well, for paſſing the time) don't there now and 
then, enter ſome little witty ſort of bitterneſs ? 
ly, La. Town. O yes, which does not do amiſs at all: a ſmart 


repartee, with a zeſt of recrimination at the head of it, makes 


ly, the prettieſt ſherbet ! ay, ay, if we did not mix a little of the 
acid with it, a matrimonial ſociety would be ſo luſcious, that 

ave nothing but an old liquoriſh prude would be able to bear it. 
* La. Grace, Well certainly you have the moſt elegant 
P lle 0; 551: | 133 
jef; La. Town, Tho' to tell you the truth, my dear, I rather 
4 think we ſqueez'd a little too much lemon into it, this bout; 
Le for it grew ſo ſour at laſt, that—I think—I almoſt told him, 
f us be was afool—and—he again—talk'd ſomething odly of. 
have turning me out of doors! | | 
BY La. Grace, O, have a care of that! ' 

La. Town. Nay, if he ſhould, I may thank my own wiſe 
father for tha SHE 1 

La. Grace. How ſo? 
La. Town, Why—when my good Lord firſt open'd his ho- 
eopſe rourable trenches before me, my unaccountable papa, in whoſe 
ome- bands I then was, gave up at diſcretion, | 
1 La. Grace. How do you mean? 
in the MY La. Town. He ſaid, the wives of this age were come to 
never hat paſs, that he would not deſire ev'nhis own daughter ſhould. 
d and Wie truſted with pin-money ; ſo that my whole train of ſeparate 
s, you nclinations are left entirely at the mercy of an huſband's odd 
atly in Wiumours, = . | 
up an) La. Grace, Why, that, indeed, is enough to make a woman 
„er the Hof ſpirit look about her. 


jou, really, have a woman do in my caſe ? 
5 La. Grace, Why—if I had as ſober a huſband as you have, 
ay, ſor N would make myſelf the happieſt wife in the world, by being 
after 4} ſober as he, 
pretty | E La, Town, 


- freſn . La. Town. Nay, but to be ſerious, my dear; what would 
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La. Town. O, you wicked thing! how can you teize one, 
dt this rate? when you know he is ſo very ſober, that except 
giving me money) there is not one thing in the world he can 
do to pleaſe me: and I, at the ſame time, partly by nature 
and partly, perhaps, by keeping the beſt company, do with 
my ſoul love almoſt every thing he hates! I doat upon aſ- 
ſemblies! my heart bounds at a ball, and at an opera—I ex- 
pire ? then I love play, to diſtraction! cards enchant me! 
and dice put me out of my little wits! dear, dear hazard! 
oh, what a flow of ſpirits it gives one! do you never play 
at hazard, child? VVV 

La. Grace. Oh, never, I don't think it fits well upon wo- 
men : there's ſomething ſo maſculine, ſo much the air of a 
'rake in it: you ſee how it makes the menſwear and curſe; and 
when a woman is thrown into the ſame paſſion—why 

La. Town, That's very true, one is a little put to it, ſome- 
times, not to make ule of the ſame words to expreſs it. 

La. Grace, Well—and, upon ill luck, pray what words are 
you really forc'd to make uſe ß 9 

La. Town, Why upon a very hard caſe, indeed, when 
a ſad wrong word is riſing juſt to one's tongue's end, I give a 


D 


great gulp—and ſwallow it. 
La. Grace, Well and is not that enough to make you for- 
ſwear play, as long as you live? | Sp 
La. Town. O yes, I have forſworn it. 
La. Grace, Seriouſly ? | | 
La. Town. Solemnly, a thouſand times; but then one i; 
conſtantly forſworn. | 9 21 
La. Grace. And how can you anſwer that? | 
La. Town. My dear, what we ſay, when we are loſers, we 
look upon to be no more binding, than a lover's oath, or 2 
great man's promiſe. But I beg pardon, child; I ſhould not | 
lead you ſo far into the world; you are a prude, and deſign 
* to live ſoberly. Feet | | 
La. Grace. Why, I confeſs my nature, and my education W t 
do, in a good degree, incline me that way, | 
La. Town, Well, how a woman of ſpirit, (for you don! 
want that, child,) can dream of living ſoberly, is to me in 
conceivable, for you will marry, I ſuppoſe. | 
La. Grace. I can't tell but. I may. 
La. Town, And won't you live in town ? | 
La. Grace, Half the year; I ſhould like it. very well. 
La. Town, My ſtars! and you will really live in Londo! 
half the year, to be ſober in it? 
La. Grace, Why not? Dot IF 
La. Town, Why can't you as well go and be ſober in tle 
Country? | TE N 


La Gracc. So I would—tother half year. 
„ | | ; La. Tow”. 
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La. Town, And pray, what comfortable ſcheme of life would 

you form now, for ſummer and winter ſober entertainments ? 

La. Grace, A ſcheme, that I think might very well content us. 

La. Town, O, of all things, let us hear it. 

La. Grace, Why, in ſummer, I could paſs my leifure hours 
in riding, ſoberly ; in reading, walking by a canal, or ſitting 
at the end of it under a great tree, ſoberly ; in dreſſing, 
dining, chatting with an agreeable friend, perhaps hear- 
ing a "little muſick, taking a diſh of tea; ora game at cards, 


ſoberly; ; managing my family „looking into its accounts, play- 


ing with my children (if I had any, ) or in a thouſand other 
innocent amuſements—ſoberly : and pothbly, by theſe means, 
might induce my huſband to be as ſober as myſelt 

La, Town, Well, my dear, thou art an aſtoniſhing crea- 
ture ! for ſure ſuch primitive antediluvian notions of life have 
not been in any head theſe thouſand years ;—under a great 
tree; O my ſoul !—but I beg we may have the ſober town- 
ſcheme too—for I am charm'd with the country one! 

La, Grace, You ſhall, and I'll try to ſtiek to my ſobriety 
there too, 

La. Town, Well, tho' I am ſure it will give me the vapour, 
[ mult hear it however. 

La. Grace, Why then, for fear of your fainting, Madam, 
I will friſt ſo far come into the faſhion, that I would never be 
dreſs'd out of it—but {till it ſhould be ſoberly. For I can't 
think it any diſgrace, to a woman of my private fortune, not 


to wear her lace as fine as the wedding-ſui it of a firſt dutcheſs. 


Tho' there is one extravagance I would venture to Come up to. 

La, Town, Ay, now for it 

La. Grace, I would every day be as clean, as a abride. 

La. Town, Why, the men fay, that's a great ſtep to be made 
on2—well now you are dreft—pray let's ſce to what purpole ? 

La. Grace. I would vifit—ſoberly—that is, my real friends; 
but as little for form as poſſible, —I would go to court; ſome- 
times to an aſſembly, nay play at Quadritle—oberly : I would 
ſee all the good plays; and, (becauſe tis the fathion) now 
and then an opera,—but ſtill ſoberly:; ; I would not expire there, 
for fear I ſhould never go again: and laſtly, I can't ſay, but 
tor curioſity, if I liked my company, I might be drawn in once 
to a maſquerade ; and this 1 think, is as far as any woman 
can go——ſoberly. 

La, Town, Well, 
ſobriety, I was Juſt going to call for ſome ſurfeit water, 

La, Grace, Why, don't you think, with the farther aid of 
breakfaſting, dining, taking the air, ſupping, Nleeping, not 
to ſay a word of devotion, the ſour and twenty hours might 
roll over in a tolerable manner ? 

E 1 | 3 La. To 
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La. Town, Tolerable : deplorable! why, child, all yod 
propoſe; is but to endure life; now I want to enjoy it— 
Enter Mrs, Truſty, 

Truſ. Madam, your ladyſhip's chair is ready. | 

La. Town, Have the footmen their white flambeaux yet 
for laſt night I was poiſon d. 

Truſ. Yes, Madam; there were ſome come in this morning, 

FEY (Ex. Truſty. 

La. Town. My dear, you will excuſe me ; but you know 
my time is ſo precious | 

La. Grace, That I beg I may not hinder your leaſt enjoy- 
ment of it, : | 

La. Town, You will call on meat lady Revel's? 

La. Grace. Certainly, 2 

La. Town, But J am ſo afraid it will break into your ſcheme, 
my dear ! 1 | 

La. Grace. When it does, I will—foberly break from you, 

La. Town, Why then, till we meet again, dear ſiſter, I 
wiſh you all tolerable happineſs. 48x. £4. own, 

La. Grace. There ſhe goes —daſh ! into her ſtream of plea- 
ſure! poor woman, ſhe is really a fine creature, and ſometimes 
infinitely agreeable ; nay, take her- out of the madneſs of this 
town, rational in her notions, and eaſy to live with ; but ſhe 


is ſo borne down by this torrent of vanity in vogue, ſhe thinks 


every hour of her life is loſt that ſhe does not lead at the head 
of it. What it will end in, I tremble to imagine—ha ! my 
brother, and Manly with him! I gueſs what they have been 
talking of—I ſhall hear it in my turn, I ſuppoſe, but it won't 
become me tobe inquiſitive. (Ex. La. Grace, 
Enter Lord Townly and Manly. | 

L. Town, I did not think my lady Wronghead had ſuch a 
notable brain; tho' I can't ſay ſhe was ſo very wiſe, in truſting 
this filly girl, you call Myrtilla, with the ſecret. > 

Man. No, my Lord, you miſtake me; had the girl been in 
the ſecret, perhaps I had never come at it myſelf. 

L. Town. Why I thought you ſaid the girl writ this letter 
3 you, and that my Lady Wronghead ſent it inclos'd to my 

er ? | 

Man. If you pleaſe to give me leave, my Lord, the fact 
is thus—this inclos'd letter to Lady Grace was a real original 
one, written by this girl, to the Count we have been talking 
of: the Count drops it, and my Lady Wronghead finds it: 
then only changing the cover, the ſeals jt up as a letter of 
buſineſs, juſt written by herſelf, tome: and pretending to be 
in a hurry, gets this innocent girl to write the direction for her. 

L. Town. Oh! then the girl did not know ſhe was ſuper- 
ſcribing a billet-doux of her own, to you ? = Wit 
Man. No, my Lord; for when I firſt queſtion'd her about 
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the direction, ſhe own'd it immediately: but when I ſhew'd 
her, that her letter to the Count was within it, and told her 
how it came into my hands, the poor creature was amaz'd, and 
thought herſelf betray'd both by the Count and my Lady—in 
? ſhort, upon this diſcovery, the girl and I grew ſo gracious, that 
ſhe has let me into ſome tranſactions, in my Lady Wronghead's 
$ family, which, with my having a careful eye over them, may 
f prevent the ruin of it. 
1 L. Town, You are very generous to be ſo ſolicitous for a 
lady, that has given you ſo much uneaſineſs. 
8 Man, But 1 will be moſt unmercifully reveng'd of her: for 
| will do her the greateſt friendflip-! in the world —againſt hey 
will, 
L. Town, What an uncommon philoſophy art thou maſter 


©, of? to make even thy malice a virtue! 

Man. Yet, my Lord, I aſſure you, there is no one action 
u. of my life gives me more pleaſure, than your approbation ofit. 
_ IL. Town, Dear Charles! my heart's impatient, 'till thou 
en. art nearer to me: and as a proof that I have long wiſh'd thee 
ea” ſo, while your daily conduct has choſen rather to deſerve, than 
nes alk my fiſter's favour; I have been as ſecretly induſtrious to 
this make her ſenſible of your merit: And ſince on this occaſion 
ſhe you have open'd your whole heart to me, 'tis now with equal 
nks pleaſure, I aſſure you; we have both ſucceeded—he i is as 
ead firmly yours 
my f Man. Impoſſible! you flatter me! 
een L. Town, I'm glad you think it flattery : but ſhe herſelf” 
ont ſhall prove it none: ſhe dines with us alone: when the ſer- 
ace, rants are withdrawn; I'll open a converſation, that ſhall ex- 


cuſe my leaving you together—O | Charles! had I, like thee, 
ch 2 been cautious in my choice, what melancholy hours had this 
ſting WF heart avoided ! 
| Man. No more of that, I beg, my Lord— 
L. Town. But 'twill, at leaft, be ſome relief to my anxiety 
(however barren of content the ſtate has been to me) to ſee ſa 
near a friend and ſiſter happy, in. it ; Your harmony of life 
will be an inſtance how much the choice of temper's prefera- 
ble to beauty: 5 
While your ſoft hours in mutual kindneſs move, | 
_ You'll reach, by virtue, what [ loſt by love, [ Exeunt. 


A & Fo: LEV. Ii 
S C E N E, Ms. Motherly's Houſe. 


Enter Mrs. Motherly, meeting Myrtilla. 
TOY \O, niece, where is it panes you can have been theſe 
fix hours: I | 
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Myr. O Madam! I have ſuch a terrible ſtory to tell you! 

Moth. A ſtory! Ods my life, what have you done with the 
Count's note of five hundred pounds I ſent you about? is it 
ſafe? is it good? is it ſecurity? 

Myr. Yes, yes, it is ſafe: But for its goodneſs—Mercy on 
us! I have been in a fair way of being hang'd about it. 

Moth. The dickens! has this rogue of a Count play'd us 
another trick then? 

Myr. You ſhall hear, Madam; when I came to Mr. Caſh 
the . and ſhew'd him his note for five hundred pounds 
payable to the Count, or order, in two months —he look'd 
earneſtly upon it, and deſired me to ſtep into the inner room, 
while he examin'd his books—after I had ſtaid about ten mi- 
nutes, he came in to me —claps to the door, and charges me 
with a conſtable for forgery. | 

Moth, Ah! poor ſoul! and how didſt thou get off? 

Myr. While I was ready to fink in this condition, I begg'd 
him to have a little patience, till I could ſend for Mr. Manly, 
whom he knew to be a gentleman of worth and honour, and 
who, I was ſure, would convince him, whatever fraud might 


be in the note, that I was myſelf an innocent, abus'd woman— 


and as good luck would have it, in leſs than half an hour Mr. 
Manly came—ſo without mincing the matter, I fairly told him 


upon what deſign the Count had lodg'd that note in your hands, 


and in ſhort, laid open the whole ſcheme he had drawn us 
into, to make our fortune. | | 

Moth. The devil you did! | : 

Myr. Why how do you think it was poſſible I could any 
otherways make Mr, Manly my friend, to help me out of the 
ſcrape I was in? To conclude, he ſoon made Mr. Cafh eaſy, 
and ſent away the conſtable ; nay farther promis'd me, if I 
could truſt the note in his hands, he would take care it ſhould 
be fully paid before it was due, and at the fame time would 
give me an ample revenge upon the Count; ſo that all you 
have to conſider now, Madam, is whether you think yourſelf 
ſafer in the Count's hands, or Mr, Manly's? 

Moth, Nay, nay, child; there is no choice in the matter! 
Mr. Manly may be a friend indeed, if any thing in our pow- 
er can make him fo. | | | 
Mr. Well, Madam, and now pray, how ſtand matters at 
home here? What has the Count done with the ladies? 

Moth. Why every thing he has a mind to do, by this time, 
I ſuppoſe. He is in as high favour with Miſs, as he is with 
my Lady. | | 

"Myr. — where are the Ladies ? 

Moth. Raitling abroad in their own coach, and the well-bred 
Count along with them. They have been fcouring all the 
ſhops in town over, buying fine things and new. cloaths, a 
morn, 
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morning to night. They have made one voyage already, 


and have brought home ſuch a cargo of bawbles and trumpe- 


r7y—Mercy on the poor man that's to pay for them 

Myr. Did not the young Squire go with them ? 

Moth. No, no; Miſs ſaid, truly he would but diſgrace their 
party, ſo they even left him aſleep by the kitchen fire. 

Myr. Has not he aſk'd after me all this while? For I had 
a ſort of an aflignation with him. — 

Moth. O yes, he has been in a bitter taking about it. At 
laſt his diſappointment grew ſo uneaſy, that he fairly fell a 
crying; ſo to quiet him, I ſent one of the maids and John 
Moody abroad with him, o ſhew him——the lyons, and the 
monument. Ods me, heye he is, juſt come home again—you 
may have buſineſs with Aim—ſo I Il even leave you together, 

| Enter S,uire Richard. 


Sg. Rich. Soali, ſoah, Mrs. Myrtilla, wheere han yow 


been aw this day, forfooth ? | 

Myr, Nay, if you go to that, Squire, where have you been, 

ray ? \ : | 
: Shu. Rich. Why, when I funt 'at yow were no loikly to 
come whoam, I were ready to hong my ſal—ſo John Moody, 
and I, and one o' your laſſes have been—Lord knows wheere 
—a ſeeing o'ſoights. . 

Mr. Well, and pray what have you ſeen, Sir? 

Su. Rich. Fleſh, I cawn't tell, not I—ſeen every thing, I 
think. Firſt there we went to o' top o' the what d'ye call it? 
there, the great huge ſtone poſt, up the rawnd and rawnd fiairs, 
that twine and twine about, juſt as an thof it were a cork-ſcrue. 

Myr. O, the monument; well, and was not it a fine ſight, 
from the top of it? | 

Su Rich, Sight, Miſs! I know no'—I faw nowght but ſmoak 
and brick houſen, and ſteeple tops—then there was ſuch a 
mortal ting tang of bells, and rumbling of carts and coaches, 
and then the folks under one look'd fo ſmall, and made ſuch a 
hum, and a buz, it put me in mind of my mother's great glaſs 
bee-hive, in our garden in the country. 7 

Myr. I think, Maſter, you give a very good account of it. 

Su. Rich. Ay! but did no' like it: For my head—my head 
—bzgun to turn—ſo I trundled me dawn ſtairs agen, like a 
round trencher. | 

Myr. Well! but this was not all you ſaw, I ſuppoſe? 

Hu. Kich. Noa! noa! we went after that, and ſaw the ly- 
ons; and I lik'd them better by hawlf; they are pure grim de- 
vils; hoh, hoh! I touk a ſtick, and gave one of them ſuch a 
poke o' the noaſe—I believe he would ha' ſnapt my head off, 
an he could ha” got me. Hoh ! hoh! heh! 

Myr, Well, Maſter, when you and I go abroad, I'll ſhew 
you prettier fights than theſe—there's a rade to-morrow .. 
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Squ. Rich. O Laud! ay! they ſay that's a pure thing for 
Merry Andrews, and thoſe ſort of comical mummers—and the 
Count tells me, that there lads and laſſes may jig their tails, 
and eat, and drink without grudging, all night lung. 

Myr. What would you ſay now, if I ſhould get you a tick- 
et, and go along with yau ? 

Squ, Rich. Ah dear! 

Myr. But have a care, Squire, the fine ladies there are ter- 
ribly tempting; look well to your heart, or ads me! art bo 
whip it up in the trip of a minute. | 

Hu. Rich. Ay, but they cawnt thoa—ſoa let um look to 
themſelves, an' ony of um falls in love with me—mayhap 
they had as good be quiet. 

Myr, Why ſure you would not refuſe: a fine lady, would vou? 

Sau. Kich, Ay, but I would tho' unleſs it were—one at! 
know of, 

Myr. Oh! ho! then you have left your heart in the coun- 


try, I bnd ? 
Z. Rich, Noa, noa, my heart ch my heart Sent awt o 
this room. 
Myr. I am glad you have it about you, however. 
„H. Rich, Nay, mayhap not ſoa, noather, {ome body elſe 
may have it, 'at you little think of, : 
Myr. I can't imagine what you mean. 
Squ. Rich, Noa! why doan't you know how many folk: 
there 1s in'this room, naw ? 
Myr. Very fine, Maſter, I ſee you have. tearnt the town 


callantry already. 

Squ. Kich, IO doan't you believe at I have a kindnek for 
vou, then ? 

Myr. Fy! fy 1 Maſter, how you talk ! beide: you are too 
young to think of a wife. 

Squ, Kich. Ay! but I caunt help thinking o' yow, for all that. 

Myr. How, why ſure, Sir, you don't pretend to think of 
me in a diſhonourable way ? 

Squ, Rich, Nay, that's as yow ſee 80⁰0d—1 did no' think a: 
yow you'd ha' thowght of me for a huſband, mayhap; unle!: 
I had means, in my own hands; and. e allows me but 
half a crown a week, as yet a while. 

Myr. Oh! when I like any body, *tis not want of money 
will make me refuſe them. 

Su. Rich, Well, that's juſt my mind now; for an I like 
a girl, Miſs, I woulh he her in her ſmuck. 

"Myr. Ay, Maſter, now you ſpeak like a man of honour: 
This ſhews ſomething of a true heart in you. 

Su. Kich, Ay, and a true heart you'll find me; try whe 
you will. 

Myr. Huſh! huſn; here's: your papa come home, and my 
aunt with him, Ns. 
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Su. Rich. A devil rive them, what do they come now for? 

Myr. When you and I get to the maſquerade, you ſhall 
ſee what I'll ſay to you. 

Hu. Kich, Well, hands upon't then 

Myr. There | 

Squ. Rich. One buſs and a bargain. [Kiſſes her.] Ads waunt- 
likins! as ſoft and plump as a marrow-pudding. [Ex. ſeverally, 

Enter Sir Francis Wronghead and Mrs, Motherly. 

Sir Fr. What! my wife and daughter abroad, ſay you? 
Moth. O dear Sir, they have been mighty buſy all the da 
long, they juſt came home to ſnap up a ſhort dinner, and ſo 

went out again. | 

Sir Fr, Well, well, I ſhan't ſtay ſupper for em, I can tell 
em that: For ods-heart! I have had nothing in me, but a 
toaſt and tankard, ſince morning. | | 

Moth, IJ am afraid, Sir, thele late Parliament hours won't 
agree with you. | | 

Sir Fr. Why, truly, Mrs, Motherly, they don't do right 
with us country gentlemen ; to loſe one meal out of three, 1s 
a hard taſk upon a good ſtomach, 

Moth. It is ſo indeed, Sir. | 

Sir Fr. But, hawſomever, Mrs, Motherly, when we con- 
lider, that what we ſuffer is for the good of our country 

Moth. Why truly, Sir, that is ſomething. . 

Sir Fr. Oh! there is a great deal to be ſaid for't—the good 
of one's country is above all things—A true-hearted Engliſh- 
man thinks nothing too much for it—I have heard of ſome ho- 
neſt gentlemen ſo very zealous, that for the good of their 
country—they would ſometimes go to dinner at midnight. 

Moth, Oh! the goodneſs of 'em ! ſure their country muſt 
have a vaſt eſteem for them ? 2; 

Sir Fr, So they have, Mrs. Motherly ; they are ſo reſpect- 
ed when they come home to their boroughs, after a ſeſſion, 
and fo beloy'd—that their country will come and dine with 
them every day of the week. 

Meth. Dear me! what a fine thing 'tis to be ſo populous ! 

Sir Fr. It is a great comfort, indeed | and I can aſſure you, 
you are a good ſenſible woman, Mrs. Motherly. 

Moth. O dear Sir, your honour's pleas'd to compliment. 

Sir Fr. No, no, I ſee you know how to value people of 
conſequence. 5 | | 

Moth. Good lack! here's company, Sir; will you give me 
leave to get you a broil'd bone, or ſo, till the ladies come 
home, Sir ? | 

Sir Fr, Why troth, I don't think it would be amiſs. 


Exit. 5 


Moth. It ſhall be done in a moment, Sir. 

| Exter Manly, 

Man. Sir Francis, your ſervant, 

Sir Fr. Couſin Manly! Man. 


50 The PRO VOK D HUSBAND: Or, 


Man, J am come to fee how the family goes on here. 

Sir Fr, Troth, all as buſy as bees; I have been upon the 
wing ever ſince eight o'clock this morning. 

Man, By your early hour, then, I ſuppoſe you have been 
making your court to ſome of the great men. 

Sir Fr, Why, faith, you have hit it, Sir—I was advis'd to 
loſe no time: So I e'en went ſtraight forward to one great 
man I had never ſeen in my life before. 5 

Man. Right, that was doing buſineſs, But who had you 
got to introduce you ? 


Sir Fr. Why nobody—T remember'd I heard a wiſe man 


Man. As how pray? 

Sir Fr, Why, thus—Look ye—Pleaſe your lordſhip, ſays, 
I am Sir Francis Wronghead of Bumper-Hall, and member 
of parliament for the borough of Guzzledown—Sir, your hum- 
ble ſervant, ſays my Lord; tho' I have not the honour to know 
your perſon, I have heard you are a very honeſt gentleman, 
and I am glad your borough have made choice of ſo worthy a 
repreſentative; and fo, ſays he, Sir Francis, have you any 
ſervice to command me? Naw, coulin, thoſe laſt words, you 


ſay My ſon, be bold—ſo troth, I introduced myſelf. 


may be ſure, gave me no ſmall encouragement. And tho'I | 
know, Sir, you have no extraordinary opinion of my parts, 


yet, I believe, you won't ſay I miſt it naw i 

Man, Well, I hope I ſhall have no cauſe. 

Sir Fr, So, when I found him ſo courteous—My Lord, ſays 
I, I did not think to ha' troubled your lordſhip with bufinels 
upon my firſt viſit; but ſince your lordſhip is pleas'd not to 
ſtand upon ceremony—why truly, ſays I, I think naw is as 
good as another time, | ” 

Man. Right, there you puſh'd him home. 

Sir Fr. Ay, ay, I had a mind to let him ſee that I was 
none of your mealy-mouth'd ones. „ 

Man. Very good. | 

Sir Fr. So, in ſhort, my Lord, ſays I, I have a good eſtate 
—but—a—it's a leetle awt at elbows; and as I deſire to ſerve 
my King, as well as my Country, I ſhall be very willing to 

accept of a place at court. 85 
Alan. So, this was making ſhort work on't. 


Sir Fr, I'cod, I ſhot him flying, couſin : Some of your half. 


witted ones naw, would ha' humm'd and haw'd, and dangled 
a month or two after him, before they durſt open their mouths 
about a place, and mayhap, not ha' got it at laſt neither 

Man. Oh, I'm glad you're ſo ſure on't- 

Sir Fr, You ſhall hear, couſin—Sir Francis, ſays my Lord 
pray what fort of a place may you ha' turn'd your thought 
upon? My Lord, ſays I, beggars muſt not be chuſers; but on) 
plage, ſays I, about a thouſand a year will be well enough g 
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be doing with 'till ſomething better falls infor I thought it 
would not look well to ſtond haggling with him at firſt. 


IM Man. No, no, your buſineſs was to get footing any way. 
Sir Fr. Right, there's it! ah, couſin, I ſee you know the world. 
en Man. Yes; yes, one ſees. more of it every day well, but 
what ſays my Lord to all this?: 
10 Sir Fr. Sir Francis, ſays he, I ſhall be glad to ſerve you any 


way, that lies in my power; fo he gave me a ſqueeze by the 
hond, as much as to ſay, give yourſelf no trouble I'll do your 


BY buſineſs ; with that he turn'd him abawt to ſomebody, with a 
colour'd ribbon a-croſs here, that look'd in my thoughts, as if 
8085 he came for a place too. 8 | | 
Man. Ha! ſo upon theſe hopes you are to make your fortune, 
| Sir Fr, Why, do you think there's any doubt of it, Sir: 
$1, Man, Oh no, I have not the leaſt doubt about it—for juſt 
der as you have done, I made my fortune ten years ago. 
5 Sir Fr. Why I never knew you had a place, couſin. 
w_ Man, Nor L neither, upon my faith, couſin. But you, 
ny perhaps, may have better fortune: For, I ſuppoſe, my Lord 
84 has heard of what importance you were in the debate to-day 
8580 ——You have been ſince down at the houſe, I preſume, 
1 Sir Fr. O yes, I would not neglect the houſe, for ever ſo much. 
i Man. Well, and pray what have they done there ? | 
arts, Sir Fr. Why, troth, I can't well tell you what they have 
done, but I can tell you what I did: and I think pretty wel! 
ars in the main; only J happened. to make a little miſtake at laſt, 
. = indeed. . 
91 00 Man, How was that? „„ | 
why Sir Fr. Why, they were all got there, in a ſort of a puzzling 
T debate, about the good of the nation—and I were always for 
that, you know—but in ſhort,>the. arguments were ſo long- 
12 winded o' both ſides, that, waunds, I did not well underſtand 
um: Hawſomever, I was convinc'd, and ſo reſolved to vote 
right, according to my conſcience—ſo, when they came to put 
ſtate the queſtion, as they call it—I don't know haw 'twas—but I 
Tore doubt I cry'd Ay, when I ſhould ha' cry'd No. 
3 Man. How came that about? | | 74 F 
ind Sir Fr., Why, by a miſtake, as I tell you for there was a 
good-humour'd ſort. of a gentleman, one Mr. Totherſide I 
half think they call him, that ſat next me, as ſoon as I had cry'd 
angle No, gives me a hearty ſhake by the hand; Sir, fays he, you 


are a man of honour, and a true Engliſhman, and L ſnould be 
proud to be better acquainted with you—and fo. with that he 
takes me by the ſleeve, along with the crowd, into the lobby 
—ſo I knew nowght—but odds-fleh, I was got o th' wron 
ide the poſt—for I were told afterwards, I ſhould have ſta:d 
where I Wass i: Ps | | 
Man, And fo, it you had not quite made your en be- 
| OR | Ire, 


* _ 
P 
W 


= Pee — + 


: 
= 
7 
0 
þ 
\ 
! 
* 
+ 
WA! 
4) 
/ 


— x1 555 IE 
———— ‚ _— 


— 2 [HD vx * 4 
ASSES CME ns UE, on rooogn, pn 
2 


— 
e 
28 
22. 


i % 
i ot 
* i 11 
1 
| 1 
1 i 
Bi . vB. 
$346 
1. 
1 "PLY } 
' £ 3*E 
1 
1 
4 1 
_ 7 
Ie 
© HE is 
If af js 
1 5 
vo 1; | $47 [ 
. 
111 
Wo 4 Y 
4 þ 4 
3 q 
7 
: 


: GEE I — 
al 0 


52 The PROVOK'D HUSBAND: Or, 


ro you haveclinched it now—ah, thou Head of the Wrong- 
eads |! PD . e 
Sir Fr. Odſo, here's my Lady come home at laſt— hope, 
couſin, you will be ſo kind as to take a family ſupper with us! 
Man. Another time, Sir Francis; but to-night I am engag'd. 
Enter Lady Wronghead, Miſs Jenny and Count Baſſet. 
La. Wrong. Couſin, your ſervant; I hope you will pardon 
my rudeneſs: but we have really been in ſuch a continual 
hurry here, that we have not had a leiſure moment to return 
your laſt viſit, | er 
Man, O Madam, lam a man of no ceremony ; you ſee that 
has not hinder'd my coming again. 
La. Wrong. You are intinitely obliging': but I'Il redeem 
my credit with you. 1 5 
Man. At your own time, Madam. | | 
C. Baſ. I muſt ſay that for Mr. Manly, Madam; if making 
people eaſy is the rules of good-breeding, he is certainly the 
beſt bred man in the world. 1 
Man. Soh! J am not to drop my acquaintance, I find 
Ale.) I am afraid, Sir, I ſhall grow vain upon your good 


* 


opinion. | 


C. Baſ. I don't know that, Sir; but I am fure, what you 


are pleas'd to ſay, makes me fo. 5 
an. The moſt impudent modeſty that ever I met with. iat. 
La. Vrong. Lard! how ready his wit is? [ Aftae, 


Sir Fr. Don't you think, Sir, the Count's a very fine gen- 


. 


tleman, [ Atart, 
Man. O! among the ladies, certainly. C Apart, | 


Sir Fr. And yet he's as ſtout as a lion: 'waund, he'II form 
any thing. JJ%ͤÄ% 73:9: Fat, 


Man. Will he fo? why then, Sir, take care of your cita- 
7 Ho / ĩ ¾ 6497, 10 IAdart. 
Sir Fr. Ah! you'are a wag; coufſin. Abart. 


Man. J hope, ladies, the town air continues to agree with you: 
Jenny. O, perfectly well, Sir! we have been abroad in our 
new coach all day long—and we have bought an ocean of fe 
things. And to-morrow we go to the maſquerade, and on 
Friday to the play, and on Saturday to the opera, and on Sun- 


day we are to be at the whatd'ye call it—afſembly, and ſee the 
ladies play at quadrille, and picquet, and ombre, and hazard, 


and baſſet! and on Monday we are to ſee the king! and on 


La. Vong. Hold, hold, - Miſs, you muſt not let your tongue 
run on ſo faſt, child—you forget, you know I brought you 
'Hither to learn modeſty. 

Man. Yes, yes, and ſhe is improv'd with a vengeance— [Afae, 
Fenny, Lawrd, Madam, I am ſure I did not ſay any harm 


Tueſday 


and, if one muſt not ſpeak in one's turn, one may be kept un- 
der as long as one lives, for aught I ſee. Isa. 


f 


It 


127 a0, 
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3 La. Nrong. O' my conſcience, this girl grows ſo head - ſtrong 

2 Sir Fr. Ay, ay, there's your fine growing ſpirit for you! 

©, now take it dawn, an' you can. | g 

$? Fen. All I ſaid, Papa, was only to entertain my couſin Manly. 

d. Man. My pretty dear, I am mightily oblig'd to you. 

Jenny. Look you there now, Madam. N 

on La. Wrong. Hold your tongue, I fay. 

aal Jenny. [Turning away and glowting.)] T declare it, T won't 

urn bear it: She is always a ſnubbing me before you, Sir, 1 
know why the does it, well enough [ Afige to the Count, 

\at C. Baſ. Huſh, huſh, my dear; don't be _ uneaſy at that, 
ſhe'll ſuſpect us. 1 RET [Afiae, 

em Jenny. Let her ſuſpect, what do I care—I don't know but 


I have as much reaſon to ſuſpect, as ſhe—thv' perhaps Pm not 


— 


ſo afraid of her. 


ing C. Baſ. [Afide.] T'gad, if J don't keep a tight hand on my 
the tit, here, ſhe'll run away with my project before I can bring 
it to bear. | 5 | 


La. Wrong. [Afide.] Perpetually hanging upon him! The 
young harlot is certainly in love with him: But I muſt not let 
them ſee I think ſo—and yet I can't bear it. Upon my life, 
Count, you'll ſpoil that forward girl—you ſhould not encou- 
rage her ſo. WOT FOO th ets CO Cn 


C. Baſ. Pardon me, Madam, I was only adviſing her to ob- 
ſerve what your Ladyſhip ſaid to her. f 
Man. Ves, truly her obſervations have been ſomething par- 
ticular. 15555 3 1 
C. Baſ. In one word, Madam, ſhe has a jealouſy of your 
Ladyſhip, and I am forc'd to encourage her to blind it: Twill 
be better to take no notice of her behaviour to me. [Afart. 
La. Wrong. You are right, I will be more cautious, Apart. 
C.Baſ.'Fo-morrow at the Maſquerade, we may loſe her. Apart 
La. Wrong. We ſhall be obſerv'd, I'Il ſend you a note, and 
ſettle that affair—go on with the girl, and don't mind me. Apart, 
C. Baſ. I have been taking your part, my little angel. 
La. Wrong. Jenny, come hither, child—ypu muſt not be ſo 
haſty, my dear, I only adviſeyou for your good, 
Jenny, Yes, Mama; but when I am told of a thing before 
company, it always makes me worſe, you know. 3 
Man. If I have any ſkill in the fair ſex, Miſs; and her 
Mama, have only quarell'd, becauſe they are both of a mind. 
his facetious Count ſeems to have made a very genteel ſtep 
nto the family. A : | [Afae, 
Enter Myrtilla. Manly talks apart with her. 
La. Wrong. Well, Sir Francis, and what news have you 
brought us from Weſtminſter, to-day ? 5: 
Sir Fr. News, Madam? I'cod, I have ſome—and ſuch as 
does not come every day, I 5 tell you—a word in your ear 
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Il have got a promiſe of a place at court of a thouſand 
pawnd a year, already, 

La. Wrong. Have you ſo, Sir? And pray who may you thank 
for it? Now, who's in the right? Is not this better than throw- 
ing ſo much away, after a ſtinking pack of fox-hounds, in the 
country ? Now your family may be the better for it, 

Sir Fr. Nay, that's what perſuaded me to come up, my dove. 

La. Wrong. Mighty well——come let me have another 
Hundred pound then. | 5 

Sir Fr. Another, child? Waunds, you have had one hun- 
dred this morning, pray what's become of that, my dear? 
La. Wrong, What's become of it? why, I'll ſhew you, my 
love: Jenny, have you the bills about you ? | 

des, Mama. 

La. Wrong, What's become of it? why, laid out, my dear, 
with fifty more to it, that I was forc'd to borrow of the Count 
Here. --: | 

Jenny. Yes, indeed, Papa, and that would hardly do nei- 
Theres hen,, ð oy 
Sir Fr, [Turning over the bills.) Let's ſee! let's ſee! what 
the devil. have we got here?, i |... - | 
Man. Then you have ſounded your Aunt, you ſay, and ſhe 
readily comes into all I propos'd to you? I Atari. 

Myr. Sir, F'll anſwer with my life ſhe is moſt thank fully yours 
in every article: She mightily deſires to ſee you, Sir. Apart. 

Man: I am going home, directly: Bring her to my houſe in 
half an hour; and if ſhe makes good what you tell me, you 


ſhall both find your account in it. | [ Apart, 
Myr. Sir, ſhe ſhall nat fail you. i hin 0 [Apart. 


Sir Fr. Ods-life! Madam, here's nothing but: toys, and 
trinkets, and fans, and clock-ſtockings, by wholeſale! 

La. Wrong. There's nothing but what's proper, and for your 
credit, Sir Francis—Nay, you ſee I am ſo good a houſewife, 
that in neceſſaries for myſelf, I have ſcarce laid out a ſhilling, 

Sir Fr. No by my troth, ſo it ſeems; for the devil o' on? 
thing's here, that I can ſee you have any occaſion for. 

La. Wrong, My dear, do you think I came hither to live out 
of the faſhion ? why the greateſt diſtinction of a fine Lady in this 
town is in the variety of pretty things that ſhe has no occaſion for. 
Fienny. Sure, Papa, could you imagine, that women of qua- 
lity wanted nothing but ſtays and petticoats ? 

La. Wrong. Now, that is fo like him. „„ 

Man. So, the family comes on finely, _. [Afadt, 

La. Wrong. Lard, if men were always to govern, what 
dowdies would they reduce their wives to? 

Sir Fr. An hundred pounds in the morning, and want ano 
ther afore night? Waunds and fire, the Lord-Mayor of Lon- 
don could not hold it, at this rate! 5 
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Man. O! do you feel it! Sir? 

La. Wrons, My dear, you ſeem uneaſy ; let me have the 
hundred pound, and compoſe yourſelf. | 

Sir Fr. Compoſe the devil, Madam! why, do you conſider, 
what a hundred pound a day comes to in a year ? 

La. Wrong. My life, if I account with you from one day to 
another, that's really all my head 1s able to bear at a time—- 
But I'll tell you what I conſider I conſider, that my advice has 
got you a thouſand pound a year this morning That now, 
methinks you might conſider, Sir. | - 

Sir Fr. A thouſand a year! Waunds, Madam, but I have 
not touch'd a penny of it yet. | 

Man, Nor never will, III anſwer for him. [ Afide. 

Enter Squire Richard. 

Su. Rich. Feyther, and yow doan't come quickly, the meat 

will be coald; and I'd fain pick a bit with you. 


La. Wrong. Bleſs me, Sir Francis; you are not going to ſup 
by yourſelf? ; 

Sir Fr. No, but I'm going to dine by myfelf, and that's. 
pretty near the matter, Madam. a | 

La. Wrong, Had not you as good ſtay a little, my dear? 
We ſhall all cat in half an hour; and I was thinking to aſk 
my couſin Manly to take a family morfel with us. 

Sir Fr, Nay, for my Couſin's good company, I don't care 
if I ride a day's journey without baiting. 


Man. By no means, Sir Francis. I am going upon a little: 


buſineſs, ; 
Sir Fr, Well, Sir, I know you don't love compliments, 
Man, You'll excuſe me, Madam 
La. Wrong, Since you have buſineſs, Sir—— [Ex. Manly. 
Enter Mrs. Motherly. 
O, Mrs. Motherly! you were ſaying this morning, you had ſome* 
very fine Lace to ſhew me can't I ſee it now? [Sir Fran. ares. 
Moth. Why, really Madam, I had made a ſort of a pro- 
miſe to let the counteſs of Nicely have the firſt ſight of it, for 
the birth-day : But your Ladyſhip—— 
La. Wrong, O! I die, if I don't ſee it before her. 
Su. Rich. Woan't you goa, Feyther ? Apart. 
Sir Fr, Waunds, Lad, I ſhall have noa ſtomach at this: 
rate ? [ Af ar?.. 
Moth, Well, Madam, though I ſay it, tis the ſweeteſt pattern, 
that ever came over and for fineneſs—nocobweb comes up to it! 
Sir Fr, Ods guts and gizards, Madam! Laces as fine as a 
cobweb! why, what the devil's that to coſt now? 
Moth. Nay, if Sir Francis does not like it, Madam 
La. Vrong. He like it! Dear Mrs. Motherly, he is not to wear it. 
Sir Fr. Fleſh, Madam, but, I ſuppoſe, I am to pay for it. 
La. Vrong. No doubt on't! Think of your thouſand | 
F 2 and: 


[ Aſide. | 
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| and who got it you; go eat your dinner, and be thankful, go. 


me out an hundred pound a day in lace, as fine as a cobweb, 


Vell, at this rate! 


canonical commiſſion to £0 to bed together. 
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[driving him to the door.] Come, Mrs, Motherly. 

| | Exit Lady Wronghead, with Mrs, Motherly, 
Sir Fr. Very fine! fo, here I mun faſt, till I am almoſt fa- 
miſh'd for the good of my country ; while Madam is laying 


for the honour of my family! Ods fleſh, things had need gg 


nay—come, Feyther. [Exit Sir Francis, 
Enter Mrs, Motherly, 
Moth. Madam, my Lady deſires you and the Count will pleaſe 
fo come and aſſiſt her fancy in ſome of the new laces, 
C. Baſ. We'll wait upon her—— [Exit Ms. Motherly, 
Jenny. So, I told you how it was! you ſee ſhe can't bear 
to leave us together, = 2 
C. Ba. No matter, my dear: You know ſhe has aſk'd me to 
ſtay to ſupper: So, when your Papa and the are abed, Mrs, 
Myrtitla will let me into the houſe again; then you may ſteal 
into her chamber, and we'll have a pretty little ſneaker of 
punch together, : 
Ayr. Ay, ay, Madam, you may command me any thing, 
Fenny, Well, that will be pure! | | 
C. Baſ. But you had beſt go to her alone, my life: it will 
look better if 1 come after you. . 
Jenny. Ay, ſo it will: and to-morrow, you know, at the 
maſquerade. And then—hey! O! FI˖ have a huſband and 
MANLY. [Exit ſinging. 
Myr. So, Sir! am not I very commode to you? 
C. Baſ. Well, child, and don't you find your account in it. 
Did not I tell you we might ſtill be of uſe to one another? 
Myr. Well, but how ſtands your affair with Miſs, in the main? 
C. Baſ. O ſhe's mad for the maſquerade: it drives like a nail, 
we want nothing now but a parſon, to clinch it. Did not your 


Vu. Rich, Nay, 


Aunt ſay ſhe could get one at a ſhort warning ? | 
. Myr. Yes, yes, my lord Townly's chaplain is her Couſin 
you know; he'll do her buſineſs and mine at the ſame time. 
C. Baſ. O, it's true! but where ſhall we appoint him? 
Myr. Why, you know my lady Townly's houſe is always 
m_ to the maſques upon a ball-night, before they go to the ' 
ee : | | i 
C. Baſ. Good. | BE 9 
Myr. Now the doctor propoſes, we ſhall all come thither in 
our habits, and when the rooms are full, we may ſteal up into 
his chamber, he ſays, and there—crack—he'll give us all 3 » 
8 


C. Baſ. Admirable! ell, the devil fetch me if I ſhould 
not be heartily glad to ſee thee well ſettled, child. Sl 
Myr. And may the black gentleman tuck me under his arm 


at 
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at the ſame time, if I ſhall not think myſelf oblig'd to you, 
as long as I live. | 
C. Ba/. One kiſs, for old acquaintance ſake—T'gad, I ſhall 
want to be buſy again. | | 

Myr. O you'll have one ſhortly that will find you employ- 
ment: But I muſt run to my Squire. f 

J. Baſ. And I to the ladies—ſo, your humble ſervant; ſweet 
Mrs. Wronghead. . | 

Myr. Yours, as in duty bound, moſt noble Count Baſſet. 

| | Exit Myrtilla. 

C. Baſ. Why, ay! Count, that title has been of ſome uſe to 
me, indeed ! not that I have any more pretence to it, than I 
have to a blue ribband. Yet, I have made a pretty confider- 
able figure in life with it: I have loll'd in my own chariot, 
dealt at-aſſemblies, din'd with ambaſſadors, and made one at 
quadrille with the firſt women of quality—But—Tempora mu | 
tantur— ſince that damn'd ſquadron at White's have left me out 
of their laſt ſecret, Jam reduced to trade upon my own ſtock of 
induſtry, and make my laſt puſh upon a wife: If my card comes 
up right (which, I think, can't fail) I ſhall once more cut a 
figure, and cock my hat in the face of the beſt of them! For 
ſince our modern men of quality are grown wife enough to be 
ſnarpers; I think ſharpers are fools, that don't take up the 


airs of men of quality. 


Xx CT V S$CERME © 
SCENE, Lord Townly's Houſe.. 


| Enter Manly and Lady Grace. | - 
Man, HERE's ſomething, Madam, hangs upon your mind 
to-day. 

La. Grace. Sie you will know it—my ſiſter then—unhap- 
py woman! 

Man, What of her? 

La. Grace. I fear is on the brink of ruin! 

Man. I am ſorry for it what has happened? 

La. Grace. Nothing ſo very new, but the continual repetition 
ef it, at laſt, has rous'd my brother to an intemperance, that 
tremble at. | | | 

Man. Have they had any words upon it? 

La. Grace. He has not ſeen her ſince yeſterday. 

Man. What! not at home all night. | 

La. Grace. About. five: this morning, in-ſtie-came, but with 
ſuch looks, and ſuch an equipage of misfortunes, at her heels 
What can become of her ?- 

Man. Has not my. Lord ſeen her; ſay you? + | 

La. Grace, Not he * his bed laſt night] fat _— 


3 


58 The PROVOK'D HUSBAND: Or, 


him alone till twelve, in expeRation of her: But, when the 
clock ſtruck, he ſtarted from his chair, and grew incens'd to 
that degree, that had I not, almoſt on my knees, diſſuaded 
him, he had order'd the doors, that inſtant, to have been 
lock'd againſt her. | | 

Man, How terrible is his ſituation ? when the moſt juſtifia- 
ble ſeverities he can uſe againſt her, are liable to be the mirth 
of all the diſſolute card-tables in town. 

La. Grace. "Tis that, I know, has made him bear ſo long 
But you, that feel for him, Mr. Manly, will aſſiſt him to 
ſupport his honour, and, if poſſible, preſerve his quiet! there- 
fore, I beg you don't leave the houſe, till one, or both ef 
them be wrought to better temper. 

Man. How amiable is this concern, in you? 

La. Grace. For heaven's ſake, don't mind me, but think on 
- ſomething to preſerve us all. | = 
Man. I ſhall not take the merit of obeying your command, 


Madam, to ſerve my Lord—but pray, Madam, let me into 


all that bas paſt ſince yeſter night. | 


La. Grace. When my intreaties had prevail'd upon my Lor, 
not to make a ſtory for the town, by ſo public-a violence, a 
ſhutting her at once out of his doors; he order'd the next apart 
ment to my Lady's to be made ready for him—while that was 
doing—T try'd, by all the little arts that I was miſtreſs of, to 
amuſe him into temper; in ſhort, a filent grief was all I could 
reduce him to—on this, we took our leaves, and departed to our 
repoſe: What his was, I imagine by my own: For I never clos' 
my eyes. About five, as I told you, I heard my Lady at the 
door; ſo I flipt on a gown, and fat almoſt an hour wittr her, 
in her own chamber. | 1 
Man. What ſaid ſhe, when ſhe did not find my Lord there! 
La. Grace. O! fo far from being ſhock'd, or alarm'd at it; 
that ſhe bleſt the occaſion! and ſaid, that in her condition, 
the chat of a female friend was far preferable to the beſt hu 
| band's company in the world. 7 
Man. Where has ſhe ſpirits to ſupport ſo much inſenſibilit) 
La. Grace, Nay, tis incredible; for though ſhe has loſt ever) 
milling ſlre had in the world, and ſtretch g her credit even t 
breaking; ſhe rallied her own follies with ſuch vivacity, aul 
painted the penances, ſhe knows ſhe muſt undergo for ther, 
in ſuch ridiculous lights, that had not my concern for a brother 


z 


been too ſtrong for her wit, the had almoſt diſarm'd my ang | 


Man, Her mind may have another caſt by this time: Tit 
molt flagrant diſpoſitions have their hours of anguiſh; whicl 
their pride conceals from company: But pray, Madam, ho 
could ſhe avoid coming down to dine? ets” 

La. Grace. Ol ſhe took care of that, before ſhe wert b 
bed; by ordering her woman, whenever ſhe was aſk'd ., 
to ſay ſhe was not well, 45 | Mu. 
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Man, You have ſeen her ſince ſhe was up, I preſume ? 

La. Grace, Up! I queſtion whether ſhe be awake yet. 

Man. Terrible | what a figure does ſhe make now ! That 
nature ſhould throw away ſo much beauty upon a creature, to 
make ſuch a ſlatternly uſe of it! 

La. Grace. O fy! there is not a more elegant beauty in 
town, when ſhe's dreſt. 

Man. In my eye, Madam, ſhe that's early dreſt, has ten 
times her elegance, 

La. Grace, But ſhe won't be long now, I believe; for I 
think I ſee her chocolate going up—Mrs. Truity—a hem! 

Ms. Truſty comes to the door. 

Man. [Aſide.] Five o'clock in the afternoon, for a lady of 
quality's breakfaſt, is an elegant hour, indeed ! which, to ſhew 
her more polite way of living too, I preſume ſhe eats in her bed, 

La. Grace. [To Mrs, Truſty.] And when ſhe is up, I would 
be glad ſhe would let me come to her toilette That's all, 
Mrs. Truſty. | | 

Tay. I will be ſure to let her Ladyſhip know, Madam. 

| [Exit Mrs, Truſty. 
Enter @ Servant. | 

Serv. Sir Francis Wronghead, Sir, deſires to ſpeak with you. 

Man. He comes unſeaſonably—what ſhall I do with him? 

La. Grace. O ſee him by all means, we ſhall have time 
enough; in the mean while I'll ſtep in, and have an eye upon 
my Brother. Nay, nay, don't mind me—you have buſineſs— 

Man. You mult be obey'd— [ Ketreating while Lady Grace 
goes out.] Delire Sir Francis to walk in— [Exit Servant. 
I ſuppoſe by this time his wiſe worſhip begins to find, that the 
balance of his journey to London is on the wrong fide. 

| | Enter Sir Francis. TE Las | 
Sir Francis, your ſervant; how came I by the favour of this 
extraordinary viſit ? 

Sir Fr, Ah! Couſin! 

Man, Why that ſorrowful face, man? 

Sir Fr, I have no friend alive but you 

Man, I am ſorry for that—but what's the matter? 

Sir Fr, I have play'd the fool by this journey, I ſee now— 
for my. bitter wife | 1 10 
Man. What of her? 

Sir Fr. Is playing the devil! 1 

Man. Why truly, that's a part that moſt of your fine ladies 
begin with, as ſoon as they get to London. 


Sir Fr, If I ama living man, Couſin, ſhe has made away with 


above two hundred and tifty pound, ſince yeſterday morning. 
Man. Hah! I ſee a good houſewife will do a great deal of 
work in a little time, rh 76 L's 
Sir Fr. Work do they call it? Fine work, indeed = 
: X Fe” : "x55 423-1095! an, 
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Man. Well, but how do you mean, made away with it? What, 


ſhe has laid it out, may be—but I ſuppoſe you have an account 


of it. | 
Sir Fr. Yes, yes, I have had the account, indeed, but I 
mun needs fay, it's a very ſorry one. | 

Man. Pray let's hear. 

Sir Fr. Why, firit, I let her have a hundred and fifty, io 
get things handſome about her, to let the world fee that I was 
* ſomebody! and I thought that ſum was very genteel. 

Man. Indeed I think ſo; and in the country, might have 
ſerv'd her a twelvemonth. | 

Sir Fr, Why ſo it might—but here in this fine tawn, forſooth! 
it could nat get thro' four and twenty hours—tor, in half that 
time, it was all ſquandered away in bawbles, and new-faſhi- 
oned trumpery. | 

Man. O! for the ladies in London, Sir Francis, all this 
might be neceſſary. i 

Sir Fr. Noa! there's the plague on't! the devil o'one uſe- 
ful thing do I ſee for it, but two pair of lac'd ſhoes, and 
Anoſe ſtond me in three paund three ſhillings a pair too, 

Man. Dear Sir! this is nothing | Why we have city wives 
here, that, ahile their good man is ſelling three penny worth 
of ſugar. will give you twenty pound for a ſhort apron. 

Sir Fr. Mercy on.us! what a mortal poor devil js a huſband ? 

Man, Weil, but I hope you have nothing elſe to complain of 
Sir Fr. Ah! would J could ſay ſo.too—but there's another 
hundred: behind yet, that goes more to my heart, than all tha: 
went before it. s 
Man. And how might that be diſpos'd of? 

Sir Fr, Troth, Iam almoſt aſhamed to tell you. 

- Man. Out with it. | 

Sir Fr, Why ſhe has been at-an aſſembly. 

Man, What, ſince I ſaw you! I thought you had all ſujt 
at home laſt night? | 

Sir Fr. Why ſo we did—and all as merry as grigs—T'cod, 


my heart was ſo open, that I-toffd another hundred into her 


apron, to go out early this morning with But the cloth» was no 
fooner taken away, than-in-comes my lady Townly here (—who 
between you and I—mum, has had the devil to pay yonder—) 
with another rantipol dame of quality, and out they muſt have 
her, they ſaid, to introduce her at my lady:Noble's aſſembly 
forſooth—a few words, you may-be fure, made the bargain— 


ſo, bawnce; and away they drive as if the devil had got into 


thecoach-bax—ſo about four or five in the morning home again 

comes Madam, with her-eyes a foot deep in her head—and my 

poor. hundred pound left behind her-at the hazard-table. 
Man, All loſt at dice. 


Sir Fr, Every ſnilling-among a parcel of pig-tail a 
; Man, 


and-pale-faced women of. quality. 
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Man. But pray, Sir Francis, how came you, after you found her 
ſo ill a houſewife of one ſum, ſo ſoon to truſt her with another? 
Sir Fr. Why, truly, I mun ſay that was partly my own fault : 
for if I had not been a blab of my tongue, I believe that laſt 
hundred might have been ſav d. | 
Man. How ſo? | 
Sir Fr, Why, like an owl, as I was, out of good will, for- 
ſooth, partly to keep her in humour, I mun needs tell her of 
the thouſand pound a year, I had juſt got the promiſe of 
I'cod ! ſhe lays her claws upon it that moment, ſaid it was 


| owing to her advice, and truly ſhe would have her ſhare on't. 


Man. What, before you had it yourſelf ? | 

Sir Fr, Why ay, that's what I told her—My dear, ſaid I, 
mayhap I mayn't receive the firſt quarter on't this half year. 

Man, Sir Francis, I have heard you, with a great deal of pa- 
tience, and I really feel compaſhon for you. 

Sir Fr. Truly and well you may, Couſin, for I don't fee that 
my wite's goodneſs is a bit the better, for bringing her to London. 

Man, It you remember, I gave you a hint of it. | 

Sir Fr, Why ay, it's true you did ſo: But the devil himſelf 


could not have believ'd ſhe would have rid poſt to him. 


Man. Sir, if you ſlay but a fortnight in this town, you will 
every day ſee hundreds as faſt upon the gallop, as ſhe is. 

Sir Fr. Ah! this London is a baſe place indeed—waunds, if 
things ſhould happen to go wrong with me at Weſtminſter, at 
this rate how the devil ſhall I keep out of a jail ? 

Man. Why truly, there ſeems to be but one way to avoid it. 

Sir Fr, Ah! would you could tell me that, Couſin ! 

Man. The way lies plain before you, Sir; the ſame road that 
brought you hither will carry you ſafe home again. 

Sir Fr, Ods fleſh ! Couſin, what, and leave a thouſand 
pound a year behind me ? 

Man, Pooh, pooh; leave any thing behind you, but your 
tamily, and you are a ſaver by it. 

Sir Fr, Ay, but conſider, Couſin, what a ſcurvy figure ſhall 
I make in the country, if I come dawn withawt it ? 

Man. You will make a much more lamentable figure in a 
jail without it. 

Sir Fr. Mayhapꝰ at you have no great opinion of it then, Couſin ? 

Man. Sir Francis, to do you the ſervice of a real friend, I 
muſt ſpeak very plainly to you: you don't ſee half the ruin that's 


before you! 


Sir Fr. Good lack! how may yow mean, Couſin ? 

Man. In one word, your whole affairs ſtand thus—In a week, 
vou will loſe your ſeat at Weſtminſter: Ina fortnight, my Lady 
will run you into a jail, by keeping the beſt company—In four 
and twenty hours, your daughter will run away with a ſharper, 
becauſe ſue has not been uſed to better company: And your = 

| will 
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will ſteal into marriage with a caſt miſtreſs, becauſe he has not 
been uſed to any company at all. 

Sir Fr. I' th' name o' goodueſs, why ſhould you think all this? 

Man, Becauſe I have proof of it; in ſhort, I know ſo much 
of their ſecrets, that if all this 1s not prevented to-night, it 
will be out of your power to do it to-morrow morning, 

Sir Fr, Mercy upon us! you frighten me—Well, Sir, I will 
be govern'd by you: But what am I to do in this caſe? 

Man, 1 have not time here to give you proper inſtructions: 
but about eight this evening, I'll call at your lodgings, and 
there you ſhall have full eonviction, how much I have it at 
heart, to ſerve you, | 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv, Sir, my Lord defires to ſpeak with you. 

Man, I'll wait upon him. 

Sir Fr. Well then, I'll go ſtraight home, naw. 

Man, At eight depend upon me. | | | 
Sir Fr, Ah, dear Couſin! I ſhall be bound to you as lon 
as I live, Mercy deliver us! what a terrible journey ing 
made on't. g | [ Ex, jeverally, 
The SCENE opens to a dreſſing- room. Lady Townly, as juſt 

up, walks to her toilette, leaning on Mrs, Truſty. 

Truſ. Dear Madam, what ſhould make your Ladyſhip fo 
out of order? | Se 

La. Town, How is it poſſible to be well, where one is kill'd 
for want of ſleep? | 

Truſ. Dear me! it was ſo long before you rung, Madam, 
J was in hopes your Ladyſhip had been finely compos d. 
La. Town. Compos'd | why I have lain in an inn here! this 
houſe is worſe than an inn with ten ſtage-coaches ! what be- 
tween my Lord's impertinent people of buſineſs in a morning, 
and the intolerable thick ſhoes of footmen at noon, one has 
not a wink all night, | | 
Truſ. Indeed, Madam, it's a great pity my Lord can't be 
perſuaded into the hours of people of quality Though I mult 
ſay that, Madam, your Ladyſhip is certainly the beſt matri- 
monial manager in town, Hh 

La. Town, Oh you are quite miſtaken, Truſty; I manage 
very ill; for, notwithſtanding all the power I have, by never 
being over-fond of my Lord—yet I want money infinitely 
oftner that he is willing to give it me. 

Truf. Ah! if his Lordſhip could but be brought to play 
himſelf, Madam, then he might feel what it is to want money. 

La. Town. Oh, don't talk of it; do you know that I am 
undone, Trufſty ? | | 

Truſ. Mercy forbid, Madam, | 

La. Town, Broke, ruin'd, plunder'd !—ſtripp'd, even to à 
confiſcation. of my laſt guinea, Ph 

Tri. You don't tell me ſo, Madam! La. 
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La. Town, And where to raiſe ten pound in the world 
what is to be done, Truſty ? | 

Traſ. Truly I wiſh I were wiſe enough to tell you, Madam: 
but may be your Ladyſhip may have a run of better fortune, 
upon ſome of the good was ng that comes here to-night. 

La. Town, But I have not a ſingle guinea, to try my fortune. 

Truſ, Hah, that's a bad buſineſs indeed, Madam—adad, 
I have a thought in my head, Madam, if it is not too late— 

La. Town, Out with it quickly then, I beſeech thee. 

Truſ. Has not the ſteward ſomething of fifty pounds, Ma- 
dam, that you left in his hands, to pay ſomebody about this time ? 

La. Town, O, ay! I had forgot—'twas to—a—what's his 
filthy name ? 

Truſ. Now I remember, Madam, *twas to Mr, Luteſtring 
your old mercer, that your Ladyſhip turn'd off, about a year 
ago, becauſe he wou'd truſt you no longer. | 

La. Town, The very wretch; if he has not paid it, run 
quickly, dear Truſty, and bid him bring it hither immediate- 
ly—{[Exit Truſty.] Well, ſure mortal woman never had ſuch 
fortune, five, five and nine, againſt poor ſeven for ever Ino, 
after that horrid bar of my chance, that Lady Wronghead's 
fatal red fiſt upon the table, I ſaw it was impoſſible, ' ever to 
win another ſtake—ſit up all night, loſe all one's money, dream 
of winning thouſands, wake without a ſhilling ; and then— 
how like a hag I look! in ſhort—the pleaſures of life are 
not worth this diſorder: if it were not for ſhame now, I could 
almoſt think, Lady Grace's ſober ſcheme not quite ſo ridiculous 
—if my wiſe Lord could but hold his tongue for a week, tis 
odds but I ſhould hate the town in a fortaight—but I will not 
be driven out of it, that's poſitive. [Trufty returns, 

' Truſ. O Madam, there is no bearing it, Mr. Luteſtring was 
juſt let in at the door, as I came to the ſtair foot; and the 
ſteward is now actually paying him the money in the hall. 

La.Town.Run to the ſtaircaſe head, again—and ſcream tohim, 
that I muſt ſpeak with him this inſtant, ¶ Truſ. runs out andſpeaks. 

Truſ. Mr. Poundage—a hem! Mr. Poundage, a word with 
you quickly. | [wwithout, 

Pound, [within] I'll come to you preſently. | 

Truſ, Preſently won't do, man, you muſt come this minute. 

7 DON [without 

Pound. I am but juſt paying a little money here. [without. 

Truſ. Cods my life, paying money? is the man diſtracted? Come 
bere, I tell you, to my Lady, this moment, quick. [ without. 

"4 „ Tr, 

La. Town. Will the monſter come, or no? 

Truf. Ves, I hear him, now, Madam, he is hobling up, as 
faſt as he can. ' 

La, Town, Don't let him come in—for he will keep ſuch a 
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babling about his accounts—my brain is not able to bear him, 
[Poundage comes to the door with a money bag in his hand. 
774. O, it's well you are come, Sir: where's the fifty pound 
Pound. Why here it is; if you had not been in ſuch haſte, 
I would have paid it by this time the mans now writing a re- 
ceipt, below for it. ies | has 
__ Truyſ. No matter, my Lady ſays, you muſt not pay him with 
that money, there is not enough, it ſeems; there's a piſtole and 
a guinea, that is not good, in it—beſides there is a miſtake 
in the account too ¶ Filing the bag From him] but ſhe is not 
at leiſure to examine it now; ſo you muſt bid Mr. What 
d'ye- call- um call another time. | | 
La. Town, What is all that noiſe there? 
Pound, Why an it pleaſe your Ladyſhip.— 
La. Town, Priythee, don't plague me now, but do as you 
were order'd. f 
Pound. Nay, what your Ladyſhip pleaſes, Madam--[ Ex. Pound. 
Truſ. There they are, Madam [ pours the Money out of the 
Bag] The pretty things—were ſo near falling into a naſty MW / 
tradeſman's hands, I proteſt it made me tremble for them 


I fancy your Ladyſhip had as good give me that bad guinea, © 
for luck's ſake thank you, Madam. [Tales a guinea, MF . 
La. Town, Why, I did not bid you take it. N - 


Truſ. No, but your Ladyfhip look'd as if you were juſt go- 1 
ing to bid me, and ſo I was willing to ſaye you the trouble of MW © 
ſpeaking, Madam. N 

La. A Well, thou haſt deſerv'd it, and ſo, for once— 
but hark, don't J hear the man making a noiſe yonder ? though 10 
I think now we may compound for a little of his ill humour.— | 

Truſ. I'll liſten. SA | | 


La. Town, Pr'ythee do.  f'Truſty goes to the dor. 
Truſ. Ay, they are at it, Madam—he is in a bitter paſſhon WF 
with poor Poundage—bleſs me! I believe he'll beat him ; 
mercy on us! how the wretch ſwears?  - _ 


La. Town. And a ſober citizen too; that's a ſhame ! "9 
Truſ, Hah, I think all's ſilent, of a ſudden—may be the 
porter has knock'd him down I'll ſtep and ſee— ¶ Ex. Truſ 

La. Town, Thoſe trades people are the troubleſomeſt crea- WW _ | 
tures; no words will ſatisfy them [ Truſty reg 

Truſ. O Madam, undone, undone! My Lord has juſt bolted 
out upon the man, and is hearing all his pitiful ſtory over—it 
your Ladyſhip/pleaſesto come hither, you may hear him yourfel!'W , 

La. Joum. No matter: It will come round preſently : I ſpal nd 
have it all from my Lord, without loſing a word by the Wa ter 
T'll warrant you. | | 


Truſ. O lud, Madam! here's my Lord juſt coming in. L 
La. Town, Do you get out of the way then. [Ex. Trofty: L 


Lam abaid I want ſpirits ;but he will ſoon give em me, || 


A JOURNEY to LONDON. 65 


Enter Lord Townly. 

L. Town, How comes it, Madam, that a tradeſman dares be 
clamorous, in my houſe, for money due to him, from you ? 

La. Town, You don't expect, my Lord, that I ſhould anſwer 
for other p2ople's Impertinence. | | 

L. Town, I expect, Madam, you ſhould anſwer for your own 
extravagances, that are the occaſion of it—I thought I had gi- 
ven you money three Months ago, to ſatisfy all theſe ſort of 
eople. | 
"Ts Town, Yes, but you ſee they never are to be ſatisfied. 

L. Town, Nor am I, Madam longer to be abus'd thus! what's 
become of the laſt five hundred, I gave you? 

La. Town, Gone. | | 

L. Town. Gone! what way, Madam? 

La. Town, Half the town over, I believe, by this time. 

L. Town, Tis well; I ſee ruin will make no impreſſion, 
till it falls upon you. | 

La. Town.. In ſhort, my Lord, if money is always the ſub- 
ject of our converſation, I ſhall make you no anſwer. 

5 Town, Madam, Madam! I will be heard, and make you 
anſwer. | 

La. Town, Make me! then IT muſt tell you, my Lord, this 
i; a language I have not been us'd to, and I won't bear it. 

L. Town, Come, come, Madam, you ſhall bear a great 
deal more, before I part with you, | 

La. Town, My Lord, if you inſult me, you will have as 
much to bear, on your ſide, I can aſſure you. 

L. Town, Pooh! your ſpirit grows ridiculous—you have nei- 
ther honour, worth, or innocence, to ſupport it ! | 

La. Town, You'll find, at leaſt, I have reſentment, and do 
vou look well to the provocation. 

L. Town, After thoſe you have given me, Madam, *tis al- 
moſt infamous to talk with you. ; 

La. Town, I ſcorn your imputation, and your menaces: the 
narrowneſs of your heart's your monitor; 'tis there, there my 
Lord, you are wounded ; you have leſs to complain of than 
many huſbands of an equal rank to ou. 

L. Town, Death, Madam, do you preſume upon your corpo- 
al merit, that, your perſon's leſs tainted than your mind : is 
t there, there alone an honeſt huſhand can be injur'd ? Have 
jou not every other vice that can debaſe your birth, or ſtain 
the heart of woman? Is not your health, your beauty, huſ- 
band, fortune, family diſclaim'd, for nights conſum'd in riot 
and extravagance ? The wanton does no more; if ſhe conceals 
ner ſhame, does leſs: and ſure the diſſolute avow'd, as ſorely 
*ongs my honour and my quiet. 

La. Town, I ſee, my Lord, what ſort of wife might pleaſe you, 

I. Town, Ungrateful woman] could you have ſeen yourſelf, 

: G& | you 
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comb has poſſeſſion of it. 


I.. Town, Thus then—as you both were preſent at my ill- 


** 


figure in the world, that keeps his misfortunes out of doors, 
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you in yourſelf had ſeen her—I am amaz'd our legiſlature has 
left no precedent of a divorce for this more viſible injury, this 
adultery of the mind, as well as that of the perſon! when a 
woman's whole heart 1s alienated to pleaſure I have no ſhare 
in, what is't to me, whether a black ace, or a powder'd cox- 


La. Town. If you have not found it yet, my Lord; this is 
not the way to get poſſeſſion of mine, depend upon it. 

L. T.wwn. That, Madam, I have long deſpair'd of; and ſince 
our happineſs cannot be mutual, tis ft, that with our hearts, 
our perſons too ſhould ſeparate— This houſe you ſleep no more 
in: Tho'ꝰ your content might grofly feed upon the diſhonour of a 
huſband, yet my deſires would ſtarve upon the features of a wife. 

La, Town. Your ſtyle, my Lord, is much of the ſame deli- 
cacy with your ſentiments of honour, 

L. Town, Madam, Madam! this is no time for compliments 
—] have done with you. | 

La. Town. If we had never met, my Lord, I had not broke 
my heart for it; but have a care, I may not, perhaps, be ſo 
eaſily recalFd as you imagine. 

L. Town, Recall'd !—Who's there? [ Enter a Servant, 
Deſire my Siſter and Mr. Manly to walk up. 

La, Town, My Lord, you may proceed as you pleaſe; but 
pray what indiſcretions have I committed, that are not daily 
practis'd by a hundred other women of quality ? 

L. Town, 'Tis not the number of ill wives, Madam, that 
makes the patience of a huſband leſs contemptible : and tho. 
a bad one may be the beſt man's lot, yet he'll make a better 


than he that tamely keeps her within. 

La. Town, I don't know what figure you may make, my 
Lord, but I ſhall have no reaſon to be aſham'd of mine, in 
whatever company I may meet you. 11 


L. Town, Be ſparing of your ſpirit, Madam, you'll need er 
it to ſupport you. | | 8 
Enter Lady Grace and Manly. . 1 

Mr, Manly, I have an act of friendſhip to beg of you, whic 0 


wants more apologies, than words can make for it. | 
Man. Then pray make none, my Lord, that I may have the be 
greater merit in obliging you. 7 
IL. Town. Siſter, I have the ſame excuſe to intreat of you too. f 
La. Grace. To your requeſt, I beg, my Lord. 


conſider'd marriage, I now deſire you each will be a witnebs 
of my determin'd ſeparation—lI know, Sir, your good-nature, 
and my Siſter's, muſt be ſhock'd at the office I impoſe on you; 
but, as I don't aſk your juſtification of my cauſe ; ſo I hope 
vou are conſciouz—that ill woman can't reproach you, if you 


are filent, upon her ſide, Man. 
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Man. My Lord, I never thought, till now, it could be dif- 
ficult to oblige you. 

La. Grace. [ Aſide.] Heavens, how I tremble! 

L. Town. For you, my Lady Townly, I need not here re- 
peat the provocations of my parting with you— the world, I 
tear, is too well inform'd of them For the good Lord, your 
dead Father's ſake, I will ſtill ſupport you as his daughter 
As the Lord Townly's wife, you have had very thing a fond 
huſband could beſtow, and (to our mutual thame I ſpeak it) 
more than happy wives deſire But thoſe indulgences muſt end; 
ſtate, equipage, and {plendor but ill become the vices that mif- 
uſe em. The decent neceſſaries of life ſhall be ſupply'd—but 
not one article to luxury ! Not even the coach, that waits to 
carry you from hence, ſhall you ever uſe again! Your tender 
Aunt, my Lady Lovemore, with tears this morning, has con- 
ſented to receive you; where, if time, and your condition. 
bring you to a due refle&ion, your allowance ſhall be in- 
creas'd—But, if you {till are laviſh of your little, or pine for 
paſt licentious pleaſures, that little ſhall be leſs; nor will L 
call that ſoul my friend, that names you in my hearing. 

La. Grace, My heart bleeds for her ! [ Afide. 

L. Town, O Manty, look there; turn back thy thoughts 
with me, and witneſs to my growing love ; there was a time 
when I believ'd that form incapable of vice, or of decay: 
There I propos'd the partner of an eaſy home: There, I, for 
ever, hop'd to find a chearful companion, an agreeable inti- 
mate, a faithful friend, a uſeful helpmate, and a tender mo- 
ther But oh, how bitter now the diſappointment! | 

Man. The world is different in its ſent: of happineſs: Offen- 
ded as you are, I know you will {till be juſt. 

L. Town, Fear me not. 

Man, This laſt reproach, I fee, has ſtruck her. [Aft 

L. Town, No, let me not (though I this moment caſt her from 
my heart for ever) let me not urge her puniſhment beyond her 
crimes— I know the world is fond of any tale that feeds its ap- 
petite of ſcandal : And as J am conſcious, ſeverities of this kind 
ſeldom fail of imputations too groſs to mention, I here, before 
you both, acquit her of the leaſt ſuſpicion rais'd againſt the ho- 
nour of my bed. Therefore, when abroad her conduct may 
be queſtion'd, do her fame that juſtice. _ | 

La. Town. O Siſter ! [Turns to Lady Grace weeping. 
L. Town. When I am ſpoken of, where without favour this 
action may be canvaſs'd, relate but half my provocations, and 
vive me up to cenſure. TY | St, Going. 
La. Town, Support me, ſave me, hide me from the world. 
[Falls on Lady Grace's necł. 
L. Town. [ Returning.] —I had forgot me—You have no 
ſtare in my reſentment, therefore, as you have liv'd in friend- 
G 2 ſhip 
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ſhip with her, your parting may admit of gentler terms, than 
ſuit the honour of an injur'd huſband. Offers to go out. 

Man. ¶ Inter poſing.] My Lord, you muſt not, ſhall not leave 
her, thus; one moment's {tay can do your cauſe no wrong, if 
looks can ſpeak the anguiſh of the heart, I'll anſwer with my 
life, there's ſomething labouring in her mind, that, would you 
bear the hearing, might deſerve it. 

L. Town, Conſider, ſince we no more can meet; preſs not 
my ſtaying, to inſult her. | 

La. Town, Yet, ſtay, my Lord the little I would ſay, 
will not deſerve any inſult; and undeſerv'd, I know your na- 
ture gives it not, But as you've call'd in friends, to witneſs 

our re{entment, let them be equal hearers of my laſt reply. 

L. Town, I ſhan't refuſe you that, Madam—be it ſo, 

La. Town, My Lord, you ever have complain'd, I wanted 
love; but as you kindly have allow'd I never gave it to another; 

ſo when you hear the ſtory of my heart, though you may ſtill 

complain, you will not wonder at my coldneſs. 
La. Grace. This promiſes a reverſe of temper. [Apart, 
Man. This, my Lord, you are concern'd to hear, 
L. Town, Proceed, I am attentive. 
La. Town, Before I was your bride, my Lord, the flatter- 
ing world had talk'd me into beauty; which, at my glaſs, my 
youthful vanity confirm'd : wild with that fame, I thought man- 
kind my ſlaves, I triumph'd over hearts, while all my pleaſure 
was their pain: yet was my own ſo equally inſenſible to all, that 
when a father's firm commands enjoined me to make choice of 
one, I even there declin'd the liberty he gave, and to his own 
election yielded up my youth—his tender care, my Lord direct- 
ed him to you—our hands were joined ! but ſtill my heart was 
wedded to its folly! My only joy was power, command, ſoci- 
ety, profuſeneſs, and to lead in pleaſures! The huſband's right 
to rule, I thought a vulgar law, which only the deform'd, or 
meanly ſpirited obey'd! I knew no directors but my paſſions, 
no maſter but my will! Even you, my Lord, ſome time o'er- 
come by love, were pleaſed with my delights; nor then foreſaw 
this miſuſe of your indulgence—and though I call myſelf un- 
grateful, while I own it, yet as a truth, it cannot be deny'd— 
that kind indulgence has undone me; it added ſtrength to my 
habitual failings, and in a heart thus warm, in wild unthink- 
ing life, no wonder if the gentler ſenſe of love was loſt. 

L. Town, O Manly! where has this creature's heart been bu- 
ried ? [ Apart, 

Man, If yet recoverable——How vaſt a treaſure ? [Aar 

La. Town, What I have ſaid, my Lord, is not my excuſe, 
but my confeſſion! My errors (give em, if you pleaſe, a har- 
der name) cannot be defended, No! What's in its nature wrong 


no words can palliate, no plea can alter ! What then remains 
| jn 
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in my condition, but reſignation to your pleaſure ? Time only 
can convince you of my future conduct: Therefore, till I have 
liv'd an obje@ of forgiveneſs, I dare not hope for pardon— 
The penance of a lonely contrite life were little to the inno- 
cent; but to have deſerv'd this ſeparation, will ſtrow perpe- 


tual thorns upon my pillow, 


La. Grace, O happy, heavenly hearing! £43 
La. Town, Siſter, farewell. ¶Kiſing her.] Your virtue needs 
no warning from the ſhame that falls on me: But when you 
think I have aton'd my follies paſt—perſuade your injur'd 
Brother to forgive them. OE | 
L. Town, No, Madam, your errors thus renounc'd, this inſtant 
are forgotten; ſo deep, ſo due a ſenſe of them, has made you, 
what my utmoſt wiſhes form'd, and all my. heart has ſigh'd for. 
La. Town, [turning to Lady Grace.) How odious does this 


goodneſs make me 


La. Grace. How amiable your thinking ſo! 

L. Town, Long-parted friends, that paſs through eaſy voy- 
ages of life, receive but common gladneſs in. their meeting: But 
irom a ſhipwreck ſav'd, we mingle tears with our embraces, 

[ Embracing Lady T ownly. 

La. Town, What works, what. love, what duty can pay 
ſuch obligations? | 

: Town, Preſerve but this deſire to pleaſe, your power is 
endleſs, | 

La. Town, Oh !—till this moment, never did I know, my 
Lord, I had a heart to give you. 

L. Town. By heaven, this yielding hand, when firſt it gave. 
you to my withes, preſented not a treaſure more defirable 1 O 
Manly, Siſter! as you have often ſhar'd in my diſquiet, par- 
take of my felicity, my new-born joy! ſee there the bride of 
my deſires ! This may be call'd my wedding-day ! 

La. Grace. Siſter (for now methinks that name is dearer to 
my heart than ever) let me congratulate the happineſs that 
opens to you. f 

Man, Long, long, and mutual may it flow, | _ 

L. Town, To make our happineſs compleat, my dear, join here 
with me to give a hand, that amply will repay the obligation. 


- 


La. Town, Siſter, a day like this 8 

La. Grace. Admits of no excuſe againſt the general joy 
[lives ber 8 to Maely. 

Man, A joy like mine deſpairs of words to ſpeak it. 

L. Town, O Manl y, how the name of friend endears the 


brother! Embracing him. 
Man. Vour words, my Lord, will warm me to deſerve them. 
Enter a deruant. | R 


Serv. My Lord; the apartments are full of maſqueraders—- 
And ſome people of quality there deſire to ſee your Lordſhip» 
nd my Lady, e ES: La. 
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La. Town, I thought, my Lord, your orders had forbid this 
revelling ? | 


L.. Town, No, my dear, Manly has deſir'd their admittance 
to-night, it ſeems, upon a particular occaſion—Say we will 
wait upon them inſtantly, [ Exit Servant, 
La. Town. I ſhall be but ill company to them. 
L. Town. No matter : not to ſee them, would on a ſudden 
be too particular Lady Grace will aſſiſt you to entertain them, 
La. Town, With her, my Lord, I ſhall be always eaſy— 


Siſter, to your unerring virtue I now commit the guidance of 


my future days 
Never the paths of pleaſure more to tread, 
But where your guarded innocence ſhall lead. 
For in the married ſtate, the world muſt own, 
Divided happineſs was never known. 
To make it mutual, nature points the way: | 
Let huſbands govern: Gentle wives obey. | [ Exeunt, 
The SCENE opening to another apartment, diſcovers a great 


number of people in maſquerade, talking- all together, and 
playing upon one another: Lady Wreonghead as a ſhetheraeſs , | 


Fenny, as a Nun; the Squire as a running footman; and the 
Count in a Domino. Aﬀter ſome time, Lord and Lady Town- 
y, with Lady Grace, enter to them unmaſkd, 
L. Town, So here's a great deal of company. 

La. Grace. A great many people, my Lord, but no com- 
pany—as you'll find for here's one now, that ſeems to have 
a mind to entertain us. 

[A Maſk, after ſome affedted gefture, makes up to Lady Townly.] 
' Maſk. Well, dear lady Townly, than't we ſee you by-and-by ? 
La. Town, I don't know you, Madam, 

| Maſk, Don't you, ſeriouſly ? [In a ſqueaking tone, 

La. Town. Not I, indeed. 

Maſk, Well, that's charming! but can't you gueſs! 

La. Town, Yes, I could gueſs wrong, I believe. 

Maſk. That's what I'd have you do. | 

La. Town, But Madam, if I don't know you at all, is not 
that as well? ; 

Maſk. Ay, but you do know me. 

La. Town. Dear Siſter, take her off o'my hands; theres 
no bearing this. | [ Apart. 
La. Grace, I fancy I know you, Madam. 1 

Maſk. 1 fancy you don't: what makes you think you do? 

La. Grace, Becauſe I have heard you talk. 

"Maſe, Ay, but you don't know my voice, I'm ſure. 
La. Grace, There is ſomething in your wit and humour, 
Madam, ſo very much your own, it is impoſſible you can be 
any body but my Lady Trifle. E 
Mat. [Unmaſtins,] Dear Lady Grace, thou art a <bam- 
ing creature, . L 
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La. Grace. Is there nobody elſe we know here? 

Maſk. O dear, yes! I have found out fifty already. 

La. Grace. Pray, who are they ? | 

Maſe, O charming company! there's Lady Ramble—Lady 
Riot—Lady Kill-Care—Lady Squander—Lady Strip—Lady 
Pawn —and the Dutcheſs of Single-Guinea. | 

L. Town, Is not it hard, my dear, that people of ſenſe and 
probity are ſometimes forc'd toſeem fond of ſuch company? ¶ Apart, 

La. Town, My Lord, it will always give me pain to remember 
their acquaintance, but none to drop it immediately. [Art. 

La. Grace. But you have given us no account of the men, 
Madam. Are they good for any thing? 

Maſk. O yes! you muſt know, I always find out them, by 
their endeavours to find out me. | 

La. Grace. Pray, who are they? 

Maſk, Why, for your men off tip- top wit and pleaſure, about 
town, there's my Lord Bite Lord Archwag- young Brazen- 
Wit Lord Timber-down— Lord Joint-Life and Lord Mort- 
gage. Then for your pretty fellows only there's Sir Powder 
Peacock—Lord Lapwing—Billy Magpye—Beau Frightful— 
Sir Paul Plaiſtercrown, and the Marquis of Monkey-man. 

La. Grace. Right, and theſe are fine gentlemen that never 
want elbow-room at an aſſembly, _ 

Maſk, The reſt, I ſuppoſe, by their tawdry, hired habits, are 
tradeſmen's wives, inns- of-court beaux, Jews,and kept miſtreſſes. 
L. Town, An admirable collection! | 

La. Grace, Well, of all our publick diverſions, I am amaz'd 
how this that is ſo very expenſive, and has ſo little to ſhow for 
it, can draw ſo much company. together. : 

L. Town, O!] if it were not expenſive, the better ſort would 
not come into it: and becauſe money can purchaſe a ticket, the 
common people ſcorn to be kept out of it. 

Maſk, Right, my Lord, Poor Lady Grace, I ſuppoſe you 
are under the ſame aſtoniſhment, that an opera ſhould draw 
ſo much good company, _ ' 

La. Grace. Not at all, Madam; it's an eaſier matter ſure to 
gratify the ear, than the underſtanding. But have you no no- 
tion, Madam, of receiving pleaſure and profit at the ſame time? 

Maſk. Oh, quite none! unleſs it be ſometimes winning a 
great ſtake ; laying down a vole ſans prendre may come up 
to the profitable pleaſure you were ſpeaking of. 

L. Town, You ſeem attentive, my dear? [ Apart. 

La. Town, I am, my Lord; and amaz'd at my own follies, 
ſo ſtrongly painted in another woman, [ Apart, 

La. Grace. But ſee, my Lord, we had beſt adjourn our de- 
bate, I believe, for there are ſome Maſks that ſeem to have 
a mind to divert other people as well as themſelves, | 
L. Town, The leaſt we can do is to give them a =o 
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ſtage then. [A dance of maſks here, in various charadters, 
This was a Favour extraordinary, 
Enter Manly. 


O Manly, I thought we had loſt you. 
Man. 1 aſk pardon, my Lord ; but I have been oblig'd to 


look a little after my country family, 


IL. Town, Well, pray, what have you done with them? 


Man. They are all in the houſe here, among the maſks, my 


Lord; if your Lordſhip has curioſity enough | to ſtep into a 
lower apartment, in three minutes I'll give you at ample ac- 
count of them, 

L. Town. O! by all means: we will wait upon you. 

[The Scene ſhuts upon the Maſks to a ſmaller apartment, 

Manly re enters, with $ir Francis Wronghead. 

Sir Fr, Well, Couſin, you have made my very hair ſtand 

an end ! Waunds, if what you tell me be true, I'll ſtuff my 
whole family into a ſtage coach, and trundle them into the 
country again on Monday morning. 
Man. Stick to that, Sir, and we may yet find a way to re- 
deem all: in the mean time, place yourſelf behind this ſcreen, 
and for the truth of what I have told you, take the evidence 
of your own ſenſes : but be ſure you keep cloſe till I give you 
the ſignal. 

Sir. Fr, Sir, I'll warrant you—Ah, my Lady, my Lady 
Wrongbead ! what a bitter buſineſs have you drawn me into ? 

Man, Huſh ! to your poſt; here comes one couple already, 

[Vr Fr. retires behind the ſcreen, Ex. Man, 
Enter Myrtilla, with Squire Richard, 

Hie. Rich. What, is this the doctor's chamber ? 

Myr. Yes, yes, ſpeak ſoftly. | 

$qu, Rich. Well, but where is he ? 

Myr. He'll be ready for us preſently, but he ſays he can't 
do us the good turn, without witneſſes : So, when the Count 
and your Siſter come, you know, he and you may be fathers 
for one another, 

Sue. Rich. Well, well, tit for tat! ay, ay, that will be friendly, 

Myr. And ſee, here they come. 

Enter Gount Baſſet, and Miſs Jenn. 

C. Baſ. So, fo, here s your brother, and his bride before us, 

my dear. 


Jenny. Well, I vow, my heart's at my mouth ſtil I thought 
- I ſhould never have got rid of Mama! but while the ſtood: 
gaping upon the dance, I gave her the ſlip: lawd, do but feel 


how 1t beats here. 
C. Baſ. O the pretty flutterer! I proteſt, my dear, you. 
have put mine in the ſame palpitation ! 


Jenny. Ah! you fay fo—but let's ſee now— O lud! I vow, 


it thumps purely—well, well, I fee it will do, and ſo wheres 
the parſon ? | C. Bal. 
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C. Baſ. Mrs. Myrtilla, will you be ſo good as to ſee if the 
doctor's ready for us? 5 

Myr. He only ſtaid for you, Sir: I'll fetch him immediate- 
ly, | [ Exit Myr. 

Fenny. Pray, Sir, am not I to take place of Mama, when 
I'm a Counteſs. 

C. Baſ. No doubt on't, my dear. | 

Jenny. O lud! how her back will be up then, when ſhe 
meets me at an aſſembly ? or you and I in our coach and fix, 
at Hyde-Park together ? 

C. Baſ. Ay l or when ſhehears the box-keepers, at an opera, 
call out The Counteſs of Baſſet's ſervants ! 

Jenny. Well, I ſay it, that will be delicious: and then, 
may-hap, to have a fine gentleman with a ſtar and a what- 
d'ye-call-um ribbon, lead me to my chair, with his hat under 
his arm all the way: hold up, ſays the chairman, and ſo, ſays 
I, my Lord, your humble fervant. I ſuppoſe, Madam, ſays 
he, we ſhall ſee you at my Lady Quadrille's ? Ay, ay, to be 
ſure, my Lord, ſays I—ſo in troops I, with my hoop ſtuff'd 
up to my forehead! and away they trot ; ſwing ſwang! with 
my taſſils dangling, and my flambeaux blazing, and—Oh ! 
it's a charming thing to be a woman of quality. 

C. Baſ. Well, I ſee that plainly, my dear, there's ne'er a 
Dutcheſs of 'em all will become an equipage like you. 

Jenny. Well, well, do you find equipage and I'll find airs, 
I warrant you. ; 

Hu. Rich. Truth, I think this maſquerading's the merrieſt 
game that ever I ſaw in my life! thof, in my mind, and there 
were but a little wreſtling, or cudgel-playing naw, it would 
help it hugely! but what a-rope makes the parſon ſtay ſo? 

C. Baſ. Oh, here he comes, I believe. 

| Enter Myrtilla, with a Conſtable. 

nt. Well, Madam, pray which is the party that wants 
a ſpice of my office here ? | | 
Myr, That's the gentleman. [Pointing to the Count. 

C. Baſ. Hey-day, what, in maſquerade, doctor? 

Cnſt. Doctor, Sir, I believe you have miſtaken your man: 
but if you are call'd Count Baſſet, I have a billet-doux in my 
hand for you, that will ſet you right preſently. | 

C. Baſ. What the devil's the meaning of all this? 

Conſt. Only my Lord Chief Juſtice's warrant againſt you for 
forgery, Sir. 

C. Baſ. Blood and thunder! | 

Conſt. And ſo, Sir, if you pleaſe to pull off your fool's frock 
g I'll wait upon you to the next juſtice of peace inmed i- 
ate . TS 

Jenny. O dear me! what's the matter? [Trembling, 

C. Baſ. O! nothing, only a maſquerading frolick, my dear. 
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Hu. Rich. Oh ho! is that all? 
Sir Fr, No, ſirrah! that is not all. 


[Sir Fr. coming ſoftly behind the Squire, knocks him down with hi, 


-  Cane,] 
Enter Manly. 


Su. Rich, O lawd, O lawd! he has beaten my brains out, | 
Man. Hold, hold, Sir Francis, have a little mercy upon | 


my poor god-ſon, pray, Sir. 
Sir. Fr, Wounds, Cozen, I han't patience. 


C. Baſ. Manly! nay, then I am blown to the devil. [Afade, | 


Su. Rich, O my head! my head 

; Enter Lady Wronghead. 
La. Wrong. What's the matter, here, gentlemen ? for hea- 
ven's ſake! what, are you murdering my children ? 


Conſt. No, no, Madam, no murder; only a little ſuſpicion | 


of felony, that's all, | 


Man. Mr. Conſtable 1 ſecure that door there, | 

Sir Fr. Ah my Lady! my Lady! this comes of your journey 
to London! but now [I'll have a frolick of my own, Madam; 
therefore pack up your trumpery this very night, for the mo- 
ment my horſes are able to crawl, you and your brats ſhall 
make a journey into the country again. a 

La. Wrong. Indeed, you are miſtaken, Sir Francis! ſhall 
not ſtir out of town yet, I promiſe you. | 

Sir Fr, Not ſtir, wounds ! Madam 5 

Man. Hold, Sir—if you'll give me leave a little—T fancy 


I wall prevail with my Lady to think better on't. 


Sir Fr, Ah, Couſin! you are a friend indeed! 
Man. [Apart to my Lady.] Look you, Madam, as to the 


favour you defign'd me, in ſending this ſpurious letter incloſed 


to my Lady Grace, all the revenge I have taken, is to have 
ſaved your ſon and daughter from ruin—now if you will take 
them fairly and quietly into the country again, I will fave 
your Ladyſhip from ruin. 5 

La. Wrong. What do you mean, Sir? 


Man. Why, Sir Francis—ſhall never know what is 2 
| - etter; 
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letter; look upon it. How it came into my hands you ſhall 
, know at leiſure, | | 
"ns La. Wrong, Ha! my billet-doux to the Count, and an ap- 
pointment in it! I ſhall ſink with confuſion ! 
Man. What ſhall I ſay to Sir Francis, Madam? 
ut. La. Wrong. Dear Sir, I am in ſuch a trembling ! preſerve 
th my honour, and I am all obedience. [Apart to Manly. 
Man. Sir Francis—my Lady is ready to receive your com- 
MW nands for her journey, whenever you pleaſe to appoint it. 
de, Sir Fr. Ah Couſin! I doubt I amobliged to you for it, 
Man, Come, come, Sir Francis! take it as you find 1t, 
Obedience in a wife is a good thing, though it were ever ſo 


ea Wl wonderful !—and now, Sir, we have nothing to do but to diſ- 

; poſe of this gentleman. 

WY C. Baſ. Mr. Manly! Sir, I hope you won't ruin me. 

14 Man. Did not you forge this note for five hundred pound, Sir? 

ud C. Baſ. Sir—I ſee you know the world, and therefore I 

ball not pretend to prevaricate—but as it has hurt no body 

are pet, Sir, I beg you will not ſtigmatize me; ſince you have 
ſpoil d my fortune in one family, 1 hope you won't be ſo cruel 

a to a young fellow, as to put it out of my power, Sir, to make 


it in another, Sir. 

Man. Look you, Sir, I have not much time to waſte with 
you: but if you expect mercy yourſelf, you muſt ſhow it to 
, y Pe +> y 

ere one, you have been cruel to. 
pa- C. Baſ. Cruel, Sir? | 
hile Man, Have not you ruin'd this young woman ? 

C. Baſ. I, Sir: | 
Man. I know you have—therefore you can't blame her, if 
in the fact you are charged with, ſhe is a principal witneſs 
zzainſt you. However you have one, and one only chance 
to get off with. Marry her this inſtant—and you take oft her 
evidence, 

C. Baſ. Dear Sir! 

Man, No words, Sir; a wife, or a Mittimus. 

C. Baſ. Lord, Sir, this is the moſt unmerciful mercy. 

Man. A private penance, or a publick one—conſtable ! 

C. Baſ. Hold, Sir, ſince you are pleas'd to give me my 
choice; I will not make ſo ill a compliment to the Lady as not 
to give her the preference. 

Man. It muſt be done this minute, Sir: the chaplain you 
expected is ſtill within call. 

C. Baſ. Well, Sir —ſince it muſt be ſo- come, ſpouſe——TI 
am not the firſt of the fraternity, that has run his head into 
one nooſe, to keep it out of another. 

Myr. Come, Sir, don't repine: marriage is, at worſt, but 
„ baying upon the ſquare. | 
n this C. Baſ. Ay, but the worſt of the match too, is the devil. 
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Man, Well, Sir, to let you ſee it is not ſo bad as you think 
it. As a reward forher honeſty, in detecting your practices, 
inſtead of the forged bill, you would have put upon her, there's 
a real one of five hundred pounds, to begin a new honey-moon 
with. [Gives it to Myrtilla, 

C. Baſ. Sir, this is ſo generous an act 

Man. No compliments, dear Sir I am not at leiſure now 
to receive them: Mr. Conſtable, will you beſo good as to wait 
upon this gentleman into the next room, and give this Lady 


Confl. Sir, I will do it faithfully. 
C. Baſ. Well! five hundred will ſerve to make a handſome 
puſh with, however. Ex. Count, Myr. and Conf, 
Sir Fr. And that I may be ſure my family's rid of him for 
ever come, my Lady, let's even take our children along with 
us, and be all witneſs of the ceremony. 
Ex. Sir Fr. Lady Wrong. Mify and Squire, 
Man. Now, my Lord, you may enter. 
Enter Lord and Lady Townly, and Lady Grace. 
L. Town, So, Sir, I give you joy of your negociation, 
Man. You overheard it all, I preſume ? 
La. Grace. From firſt to laſt, Sir. 
pt Town. Never were knaves and fools better diſpoſed 
o 


Man. A ſort of poetical juſtice, my Lord, not ſo much 
above the judgment of a modern comedy, 

L. Town, To heighten that reſemblance, I think, Siſter, 
there only wants your rewarding the hero of the fable, by 
naming the day of his happineſs. 

La. Grace. This day, to-morrow, every 1 J hope, 
of life to come, will Wow 1 want not inclination to compleat 
it. 

Man. Whatever I may want, Madam, png will always find 
endeavours to deſerve you, 

L. Town, Then all are happy. 

La. Town. Siſter | I give you joy! conſummate as the hap- 
pieſt pair can boaſt, 


In you, methinks, as in a glaſs, I ſee 

'The happineſs, that once advanc'd to me. 

So viſible the bliſs, ſo plain the way, 

How was it poſſible my ſenſe could ſtray ? 

-But, now, a convert, to this truth, I come, 
That married happineſs is never found from home. 


III. 
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